Praise for One Man 's Wilderness: 



"Richard Proeiineke, an eni^e from Iowa to Alaska, kept a 
journal during the time he was fiilfilling his dream of living in an 
atoogetfaer undeveloped part of Abska. Parts of Hat journal ha\e 
been made into a book by Sam Keith, abng with cofored photos 
that prove Alaska is certainty one o^ if not the, most beautifii 
places ai^'vtoe." 

-Boston Globe 

"One Mm's Wilderness is the best modem piece of prose 
about Alaska, the one that gives the tnest picture of what li\dng in 
the bush today is like fi>r the bne individual" 
—Anchorage Daily News 

"Proenneke answered Robert Service's call of the wild. His 
joimal isms the text of this handsome book, and his spariding 
cobr slides illustrate it wilh a beauty that tugs at yoxr heart and sets 
yoir heels to itching just a little. You owe yourself the pleasure of 
ttiis book." 

— ffi/ovi (Mssissippi) Sun Herald 

'Tt is soul reading— (he sinpBcity of a man's inner feeBn^ 
stated in terms \^4iich leave no misundeistandings. . . . Aclassicof 
its kind." 

-^Mnsing (Mchigan) State Journal 

"A sinpty written book. . . . I finished it in just a few n^ts, and 
was sorry when I did." 

— Gary (ImUana) Post-Tribune 

"Mar^' of us will never realize (he dream of such an esc^e fimi 
our hectic, complex life to that of the solitude of the wildemess. But 
ill tlie pages of tliis book we can share with a man who lived his 
dream The book is certain to bring nuch pleasure to sav/oac w4io 
bves the outdoors." 

-Portsmouth (Ohio) Times 



"This is the record of a man in our own time w\x) went into flie 
bush. It Ls the story of a dream shared by mai^', fldfiDed by few, 
brou^ into sharp tbcus by the beautiful cofor photogr^hs and flie 
simple accouii ofProenneke's life." 

-^irlington (Vermont) Free Press 

"A gorgeous picture story of one man's adventure in the remote 
Twin Lakes area, where he built a cabin and overcame nature's 
chaDen^s." 

— Cleveland (Ohio) Plain Dealer 
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Ahhou^ Dick Proenneke caiiie originaUy from Primrose, Iowa, 
he will ahvaj^ be to me as truly Alaskan as wiEow brush and 
pointed spruce and jag^d peaks ag^t the sky. He errbodies the 
spirit of the "Great Land." 

I met Dick in 1952 wlien I woriced as a civilian on the Kodiak 
Naval Base. Toother we expbred the mar^ wild bays of Kodiak 
and Afognak Islands wtiere tlK giant brown bear left his tracks in 
the black sand, climbed mountains to the clear lakes hidden beyond 
theii" green shouldei's, gor^d ourselves on fet butter clams steamed 
over canpfires that flickered before shelters of driftwood and 
saplings of spruce. 

It w^s during these times that I observed and admired his 
wonderfiil gift of patience, his esxpti>nal ability to inprovise, his 
unbelievable stamina, and his consuning curiosity of all that vras 
around him Here w^ a remarkable blending of mechanical ^titude 
aixi genuiiK love of the natural scene, and even thou^ I often saw 
him crawling over the conplex machinery of the twentieth century. 
Ills coveralls smeared with grease, I ahva^s envisioned him in 
buckskins striding throu^ the hi^ mountain passes in the da>^ of 
Lewis and Clark. 

If a tou^ job had to be dore, Dick was the man to do it. A 
tireless woricer, his talents as a diesel mechanic were not onfy in 
denmnd on the base but ea^fy sought by the contractors in towa 
His knowled^, his imagination, arxl his tenacity were more than 
stubborn machinery could resist. 

His quiet elEciency lascinated rre. I woixlered about the dayi 
before he caire to Alaska. 

While perfonning his duties as a carpenter in the U.S. Navy 
during World n, he was stricken with rheumatic fever. For six 
months he vras bedriddea It kept him from shpping out into the 
fierce action that awaited in the Pacific, but more than ai^lhing else, 
it made him despise this weakness of his body that had tenporari^ 
disabled him OiKe recovered, he set about proving to himself again 
aixi a^in that this repaired machine was g^ing to outperform all 
others. He drove himself beyond common endurance. This forrrcr 
felling ofhis body became an obsession, andhemercilessfyput it to 
the test at ewry opportunity. 



After the war he went to diesel school He could have 
remained there as an instructor, but yearnings from the other side of 
his nature had to be answered. He worked on a ranch as a sheep 
canp tender in the hi^ lonesome places of Oregon. As the result of 
a friend's urging and the prospect of starting a cattb ranch on 
Shi^^ Island, he came to Alaska in 1950. 

This dream soon ranished wten the island proved unsuitable 
for the ventire. A visit to a catde spread on Kodiak fljrther 
convinced the would-be partaers that, for (he time being at least, the 
Alaska ranch idea was out. They decided to go their separate ways. 

For sewral years Dick woiked as a heavy equqjment 
operator and repairman on the mva\ base at Kodiak. He worked 
long hard hours in all kinds of weather tor cc^iistriiclion contractors. 
He fished commercial^ for salmon. He worked tor tte Fish and 
Wildlife Service at King Salmon on the Alaska Peninsula. And 
thou^ his living for the most part came fix)m twisting bolts and 
welding steel, his heart w^ always in those fiiraway peaks that bst 
Ihemselws in the cbuds. 

A turning point in Dick's life came wten a retired Navy 
captain why had a cabin in a remote wilderness area invited Dick to 
spend a few weeks with him and his wife. Hiey had to % in over 
the Alaska Ran^. This was Dick's introduction to the Twin Lakes 
country, and he knew the day he left it that one day he would 
return 

The return came sooner than he ej^ected. He was working 
for a contractor wto was being pressured by union oflBcials to hire 
onfy union men. Dick always felt he was his own maa His 
philosopty was simple: Do the job you mist do and don't worry 
about the hours or the conditions. 

Here was the excuse Dick needed. He was fifty years old. 
Wltyrx)t retire? He could afford the itdvc. 

"Get yourself off the hook," he told the contractor. "TTiat 
brush beyond the big hump has been calling for a bng time and 
maybe I better answer wMe I'mable." 

That was in the spring of 1967. 

He spent the following summer and fell in the Navy captain's 
cabin at Twin Lakes. Scouting the area thorou^ify, he fina% 
selected his site and planned in detail the building of his cabin In 
late Ju^ he cut his logs from a stand of white spruce, hauled them 
out of tiie tint>er, peeled them, piled thenx and left tliemto weather 
through the harsh winter. Babe Alsworth, the bush pibt, flew him 



out just before freeze- ip. 

Dick retutiKd to Iowa to see his tbiks and do his customary 
gaod deeds around the small town. There in tiie "flatlander" country 
he awaited the rash of spring He had cabin log; on his mind. His 
ears were tuned for the clamoring of the geese that would send him 
rK)rtha^in 

Here is the account of a man living in an area as yet unspoited 
by man's advance, a land with all the purity that the land around us 
once held. Here is the account of a man livir^ in a place wtere no 
roads lead in or out, w4iere the nearest settlement is forty air miles 
over a ruggpd land spined wifli mourfains, mattressed with nxekeg, 
and ^shed with river torrents. 

Using Dick Proenneke's rou^ journals as a guide, and 
knowing him as well as I did, I have tried to ^t into his mind and 
reveal the "flavor" of the man. This is n^ tribute to him, a 
celebration of his being in tune with his surrounding and what he 
did abne with sinple tools and ingemity in carving his masterpiece 
out of the beyond. 



Sam Keith 
Duxbury, Ahssachiisetts (1973) 
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rm Scared of It All 



I'mscared of it aB, God's trufli! so I am 

It's too big and brutal for me. 

My nerve's on the raw and I don't give a daim 

For all the "hoorah" that I see. 

I'm pruned between subway and overhead toiin, 

Where automobillies sweep down: 

Oh, I want to ga back to the tinber again . . . 

I'm scared of the tenible towa 

I want to go back to 115' lean, ashen plains; 

My rivers that flash into foan^ 

My ultimate valleys wtere solitude rel^; 

My trail from Fort ChurcMl to Nome. 

My forests packed M of mysterious glooni, 

My ice fields agjind and aglare; 

Ihe city is deadfeHedwifli danger and doom. . . 

I know that I'm safer ip there. 

I watch the vran feces that flash in the street; 

All kinds and all classes I see. 

Yet never a one in the million I meet, 

Has the smile of a comrade to me. 

Just jaded and pantir^ like do^ in a pack; 

Just tensed and intent on flie goal; 

OGodlbutl'mbnesome. . . I wish I was back, 

\Jp there in the land of the Pole. 

I teelit's all wrong, but I can't teH you wity. . . 
The palace, the hovel next door; 



The insolent towers that sprawl to the sky, 

The crush and the rush and the roar. 

I'm trapped like a fox and I fear for my pelt; 

I cower in the crash and the glare; 

Oh, I want to be back in the avalanche belt. 

For I know tot it's safer \jp there! 

Tm scared of it all: Oh, a& I can tear 

The voice of the solitudes call! 

We're nothing but brute with a little veneer, 

Arxl nature is best after aO. 

There's turmlt and terror abroad in the sti^et; 

There's menace and doom in tte air; 

V\Q gDt to ^t back to m/ thousand mile beat; 

The trail \^4iere the cougar and siKertp meet; 

The snows and the campfire, wifli wolves atn^feet . . . 

Goodb)«, for it's safer ip there. 



From "Rhymes of a Rolling Slooe," by Robert W Service. Reprinted by 
pemission of Dodd Mead and Conpany, finm the collected poans of Robat 
Service. 



CHAPTER ONE 



^Going In ^ 



I recogniffid tie scrawl I eased the point of a knife blade into 
the flap and slit open the envelope. It was the letter at last from 
Babe Alsworth, the bush pibt. "Come ar^time. If we can't land on 
the ice with wteeb, we can fiid some open wata- fi>r floats." 
Typical Babe. Not a man to -waste his worfs. 

This neant the end of n^ stay with Spike and Hope CarritlKrs 
at Sawmill Lake on Kodiak. I had driven camper north and was 
doing odd jobs for them wMe waiting to hear from Babe. Their 
cabin in the Twin Lakes region had fired me for the wilderness 
adventure I was about to g3 on They seemed to sense rry 
excitement and restiessness. I could use their cabin until I built one 
of n^ own I coiid use their tools and was taking in more of rr^' 
own I also had Ihe use of their Gruramn canoe to travel xp and 
down twelw miles of water as clear as a dewdrop. 

I feft camper in tiieir care. I ™ved to them as I heard the 
engines begin to roar, and then the land moved fester and fester as I 
hurtled down the Kodiak strp on the fli^ to Anchorage. Babe 
would meet me there. 

uMjy 17, 1968. At Merrill Field, while waiting for Babe to 
drop out of the sky in his 1 80 Cessna, I squinted at the Chugach 
Ran^, w4iite and glistening in the sun, and I thought about the trp 
back north in the canper. It was alwa>^ a good feeling to be 
heading north. In a Nebraska town I had bou^t a felt-tpped 
marker and on tie back of n^ camper I printed in big letters, 
DEsriNAnoN-^ACK AND BEYOND . It was T&iSt^ Surprising how 
mar^ cars pulled ip behind and stayed cbse for a nmute or two 
even thou^ the way was clear for passing Then as they passed, a 
smile, a wave, or a wistfiJ fook that said more than words could. 
Westward to the Ore^n ranch country and those hi^ g^en places 
wtere I had worked in the 1940s. On to Seattle where a modem 
freeway led me throu^ the city without a stop, and I thou^t of the 
gTzded old lumberjack who bra^d that he liad cut tintter on First 
and Pike. Hard to imagine those tall vii^ stands of Douglas fir and 
cedar and hemlock in place of cemrat, steel, and asphalt Then the 
Cariboo Highway and beautifiil British Coluirbia, Smack into a 



blizzard as I crossed Pine Pass on the John Hart Hi^iway to 
Dawson Creek. And all those other places with their wonderfiil 
names: Muncho Lake and Teslin and Whitehorse, Kluare and Tok 
Junction, Matanuska and the Kenai The ferry ride across the wild 
Gulf of Alaska and a red sun sinking into the rich blue of it. Sawmill 
Lake, and now Anchora^. 

The weather stayed clear, and Babe was on time. Same old 
Babe. Short in body and tall on e^qierience. ^Miy as a weasel 
Sharp featured Blue eyes that glirted from beneath eyebrows that 
tufted like feathers. A ^y stubble of a moustache. That stocking 
cap perched atop his head. A real veteran of the bush. "Watches 
the weatler," his son-in-law once told rre. "He knows the signs. If 
they're not to his liking he'll just sit by the fire and vrait on better 
ones. That's why te's been around so bng." 

"Smooth throu^ the pass," Babe said. "A few thit^ to pick 
ip in town and we 're on our way. ' ' 

Mfe did the errands and returned to bad onr cai^ aboard the 
180. Babe got his clearance and offwe went, Babe seemingto bok 
over a hood that was too high for him A banking turn over the 
outskirts of Anchora^, then we were droning over the rmd flats of 
Cook Inlet on the 1 70 air-mile tiip to Port Alsworth on Lake Clark. 
I looked down on tlie muskeg meadows pockmarked with puddles 
and inraded by stringy ranks of spruce. Now and then I glanced at 
Babe, wtiose eyes seemed transfixed on the entrance to Lake Clark 
Pass, his chin resting in one cupped hand. Meditatii^ as usual I 
searched the ground bebw for a moose, but we were too high to 
see enough detail 

Sudden^ the mountains hemmed us in on either side — steep 
wooded shoulders and ribs of rock felling away to the riwr that 
flowed to the south below, here and there a thin waterfell that 
appeared and disappeared in streamers of nlst. We tossed in the 
air currents. Hen we were above the big glacier, dirty with earth 
and boulders yet Minting blue from its shadowed crevices. It looked 
as though we were passing over the blades of hu^, iptumed ax^, 
and then the land be^ to drop dizzify away beneath us and we 
were over the simmit. The glacial river bebw was now flowing in a 
norther^ direction throi^ a dense forest of spruce, dividing now 
and then past slender islands of sik, and merging again in ite rush to 
Lake Clark. 

There it was, a great silvery area in the dai'kness of the spruce 
— Lake Clark. Wfe cams in bw over the water, headir^ for 



Tanalian Point and Babe's place at Port Alsworth. Years ag) he 
had decided to settle here because it was a natural layover for bush 
pifots %it^ from Kachemak Bay and Cook Inlet through Lake 
Clark Pass to Bristol Bay. It had been a good move and a good 
living. 

I spotted the wind sock on the mast above the ^enhouse and 
gjanced at m/ watch. The trp had taken an hour and a half Down 
we slanted to touch down on the stoi^ strp. On the taxi in we hit a 
soft place, and we wound vip hauling our caigo of baby chicks, 
groceries, and ^ar in a wtieeIban"ow owr the mid to the big 
house. 

I he^ed Babe the next few days. We patched the roof of his 
house. We put a new nose cowl on tlie Taylorcratt, attached the 
floats, and there she was, all poised to take me over the mountains 
on a Ihirty-minute flight to joum^s end. 

MMiy 21st. Mares' tails in the sky. Actance of a chan^ in the 
fine weather and probably wind that could hold me at Port 
Alswoith until the stonn passed o\er. I had been delayed bng 
enou^ Ewn Maty Alsworth's cooking could hold me no bnger. 
Babe sensed itchiness. He squinted at the mountains and gave 
his silent ^jpromL 

loaded ^ar into the T-ccaft. Not too mai^ groceries 
this tip; Babe woidd come again sooa Seemed like a heavy bad to 
me, and jammed in as we were, I found myself wondering wiiefher 
the old bird could ^t ofl" tte water Wfe taxied out, rppling the 
reflections of the sky and the mountains. The motor shuddered and 
roared, and 1 watched the spray plume away from the floats. Mfe 
lilted easify toward the peaks and home. 

Below us a wild land heaved wilh mouotaias and was gashed 
deep with valle}^. I could see game trails in the snow. Most of the 
high lakes were fro2En o\er. I was countir^ on open water wtere 
the ipper lake dumped into the bwer, but the Twins woe 2,200 
feet higher above sea level than Lake Clark and could still be sealed 

ti^. 

We broke out over the lower lake to find irost of it white widi 
ice. There was open water where the connecting stream spilled in, 
eixju^ to land in The ipper lake had a ^"eenish cast but on^ 
traces of open water abng the edges. We circled Spike's cabia 
Everything boked to be in good sh^e, so we returned to the open 



spot of water on the lower lake. I would ha\'e to pack im gear the 
three and a half miles along the shore to the cabin As we sloped in 
for a landing, a dozen or more diving ducks flurried trails over the 
water and labored their plump bodies into the air. 

After unloading, Babe and I sat on the beach. 

'This is trufy God's counliy," I said, nyeyes roving above the 
spnice t^js to the hi^ peaks. 

Babe said nothing for a few minutes. He was bst in fliought 
"Conpared to heaven," he said final^, "this is a dung Ml" He 
mbbed a fbrefin^ against the stubble of his moustache and pushed 
the watch cap ferther back on his head. "Nothing but a dung hilL" 

I fooked at the water, at the stones on the bottom as sharp^ 
etched as if seen throu^ a fine camera lens. "This is as close as 1 
hope to ^t to heaven," I said. 'This is here and now. Something 
I'msure of How can heaven be any better than this?" 

Babe's eyebrows seemed to lift like crests. "Man!" he 
spluttered. "Man, you don't know what you're teDdng about! Your 
phibsopl^ worries me. Wl^, it says plain in the Bible " 

I knew he would ^t me around to his fevorite siiiject sooner 
or later 'Dik life at a time," I said. "If there's another one — weD, 
that's a bonus. And I'mnot so sure of that next one." 

Babe shook Ms head sorrowlully. "You better think on it," he 
mittered, rising to his feet. 'You'll have a bt of time to do just 
that." He waded out, stepped ip on a float, and squinted at me 
over he shoulder. "Man, your phibsoply. . . ." 

I pushed the plane toward deq)er watOT. The T-craft coughed 
and stuttered into a smooth idling. Babe craned out the side hatch. 
He wondered, would the lake be open in a week? Ten days? He 
would be back inside of two weeks. 

1 watched him take off like a giant bon. He was really banking 
a lot on heaven He said he was ready fcr the Lord to take him 
anytime. He v^^s even looking forward to it. I just hoped that w4ien 
the time came he wouldn't be disappointed. I watched him until the 
speck went out of si^ over the vobanic mountains. 

It was good to be back in the wildOTiess again wtere 
everything seems at peace. I was abne. It vras a great feeling— a 
stining feeling. Free once more to plan and do as I pleased. Be>ond 
was all around me. The dream was a dreamno bnger. 

I sippose I was here because this was something I had to do. 
Not just dream about it but do it. I siq^pose, too, I was here to test 
n^^el^ not that I had never done it before, but this time it was to be 



a more thorou^ and lastir^ exaninatioa 

What was I capable of lhat I didn't know yet? What about n^' 
limits? Could I truly enjoy own conpany for an entire year? 
W^s I equal to everyttiing this wild land could throw at me? I had 
seen its moods in late spring, summer, and earfy fell, but w^iat about 
winter? Would I love the isolation then, with its bone-stabbing cold, 
its brooding ghostly silence, its forced confinement? At age fifty-one 
I irtended to find out 

My mad was swaming with Ihe how and wten of projects. 
Could I rea% build the cabin with just hand tools to the standaids I 
had set in my mind? The iimiture, tlie doors, the windows — wbat 
was the best way to produce the needed boards? Would the tin ^s 
caiLS serve as 1 hoped they would? W^s the fireplace too ani)itious 
a project? The cabin had to be ready before surrmer's end, but the 
cache up on its poles? Surety that irust wait until next spring. There 
were priorities to establish and deadlines to meet. I would need the 
extra dajiigK the sunmer would bring 

The most e?Kitit^part ofthe wtole adverture was putting self- 
reliance on trial I did not intend to break any laws. No meat would 
be harvested until hunting season Until tlien fish would be a 
mainstay of rny diet, along with berries and wild ^eens. I would 
plait a smaO ^den nnre out of curiosity than actual need. Babe 
would sippfy those extras that provide a little luxury to daify fere. 
He would be n^ one contact with tot other world beyond the 
range. 

I looked around at the wind-blasted peaks and the swirls of 
mist movit^ past them It -was hard to take eyes away I had 
been vp on some of them, and I would be ip there agaia There 
was something ditferent to see each time, and something difierent 
fi-om each one. All those streamlets to e?q)bre and all those tracks 
to folfow through the glare of the hi^ basias and over the saddles. 
Where did they lead? What was beyond? What stories were 
written in the snoW.^ 

I watched an eagle tum sbwfy and lall away, quick- sliding 
across the daric stands of spnce that marched in unewn ranks up 
the slopes. His piercing cry came back on the wind. I fhoi#t of flie 
man at his desk staring down fix)m a city window at the ant 001015^ 
streets bebw, the man toiling beside the thudding and rurri)ling of 
iTBchinery, the man comnuting to his job the same way at the same 
time each iTDming, staring at but iMt seeing tlie poles and the wires 
and the dirty buildings flashing past Perhaps each man had his 



rmmertt during tte day \^4ien his vision cams, a vision not unlike the 
OIK before me. 

A Strang possessi\cness seemed to surge throu^ me. I had 
no ri^t to call this big country mine, yet I felt it was. 

I examined iry heap of gear on the g:aveL There were 150 
pounds to be backpacked afong the connecting stream and the 
ipper shoreline to Spike's cabin Mar^ times I had gane over in n^' 
mind wliat to take. I knew w4iat vm available in the cabin but 
didn't want to use ai^' more of Spike's ^ar or supplies than I had 
to. Thin^ were vabable out hea:e and hard to rephcc. Spread 
before me were the essentials. I or^ahed the array into three 
loads. 

I vms sure I could pack two loads today, but just in case it 
was only one, I included in the first trip a .30-06 converted Amy 
Springfield, a box of cartrid^s, a .357 magTumpistol with cartridge 
belt and holster, the packboard, the camera gear (8mm movie and 
35mm reflex), cartons of film, the fcodstuffi (oatmeal, powdered 
milk, flour, salt, pepper, sugai; honey, rice, onions, baking soda, 
detydrated potatoes, dried fiuit, a few tins of butter, half a slab of 
bacon), and ajar of Maty Alsworth's ageless soiffdough starter. 

The second pile consisted of binoculars, spotting scope, 
trpod, a double-bitted axe, lisliiiig gear, a sleeping bag, packa^s 
of seeds, A Field Guide to Western Birds , ten- inch pack, and 
the cfothing More bulk than wei^. 

The third pile held the hand tools such as wood augers, files, 
chisels, drawtanfe, savre, saw set, honing stone, vise gr5)s, 
screwdrivers, ad2E, plunfc bob and line, stting level, square, chalk, 
chalk line, and carpenter pencils; a ^h^ani^ pail containit^ such 
things as masking tape, nails, sheet metal screws, haywire, 
clothesline, needles and thread, wooden matehes, a magpifying 
^ss, and various repair items; a bag of plaster of Paris; and some 
oakvnn 

Over the last two piles I spread the tarp and weighted its 
ed^s with boulders. Then I shouldered the first bad, buckled on 
the .357, slung xsp the rifle and weit ofl^ swishing through the 
buckhrush with the enthusiasm of a Boy Scout settit^ out on his first 
hike. 

The stream tinkled as it moved past its ice chimes. I saw an 
arctic tern dipping its way abng the open place where the stream 
poLQ"ed ti"om beneath the ice. A wren-type bird kept flushing and 
flitting daindty ahead of me. His tir^ body had a >eDowish green cast 



to it, but he wouldn't sit still bng enou^ for me to catoh a good 
field mark. 

A thin film of ice covered yesterday's open water between tte 
ed^ of the lake ice and the shore. TlKre had been a dq? in the 
temperature last night. It was tricky g^ing as I picked m/ way with 
quick steps over the patches of snow and ice and through stretches 
of great boulders and loose gjavel The pull of the packboard str^s 
felt comfortable a^inst n^' woolrai shirt, and I could feel tfie 
wamih of the sprite sun on n^' &ce. I wondered if at that moment 
there was ar^one in the world as fi-ee and happy. 

I crossed the single-log brid^ over Hope Creek. Another 
hundred yards and I broke out of the brush to rr^ pile of cabin fogs. 
At first glance, disappointment. They seerred badly checked, but 
they were gaing to have to do. I leaned a^inst them, resting the 
packboard, and took a little parcel wrapped in wax paper fi"om a 
pocket. It was a piece of smoked sockeye salmon, a sample fiom 
some Babe had in the T-craft. Squaw candy, the Natives caJled it I 
bit off a chunk. It was rich with fevor, and wMe I chewed, n^ q«s 
wandered over the peeled fogs. 

That had been a big job last July, hard work but I enjoyed it 
It was cool in the tinber, and there were morning I could see n^ 
breath. I had harvested the fo^ fiom a stand of spmce less tlian 
300 >ards fi-om where they were now piled. The trees could have 
been dropped with a saw but I chose to use a double-bitted axe. 
Pulling a canoe paddle throu^ mites of lakes had put me in shape 
for the work. 

Learn to use an axe and respect it and you can't he%) but bve 
it Abuse one and it wiD wear your hands raw and open your fbot 
like an overcooked sausa^. Each blade was nursed to a perfect 
ed^, and tlK keeniess of its bri^ arc made n^ sti'okes more 
accurate and more deliberate. No sfoppy moves with that dead^ 
beauty! Before I started on a tree I carefiJfy cleared obstructions 
that rrn^ tangle in the backswing. It was fim planning where each 
should fell, and notching it for direction. Snuckl Snuck! The ax 
made a solid sound as it bit deepfy into the wiiite wood. 

There is a pride in blending each stroke into the slash A deft 
twist now and then to pop a heavy piece fcom the cut. Downward 
swqies followed by one fi"om a flatter angle, the white ^sh growing 
lar^r as chips teap out and M on the moss of the fcrest floor. Then 
the attack on the other side, the tree tipping sfow^ toward the aiste 
selected, fining momentum, hittii^ with a crash. Movii^ abng its 



&llen length, slicing off the lini)s cbse to the trunk. 

Hien the peeling. Easier than expected. A spruce pole tapered 
into a wed^-like blade was worked under the bark until the layer 
^ve way to e?q)ose the wet naked wood. Then the hauling. Green, 
peeled trunks, some of them twenty- footers, had to be moved to 
the site. I feshioned a log dra^r. It was nothing more than a pole 
like a wagon tongue, a ^-can tin shoe on the end festened to the 
bg butt with a spike, a crossbar on the other. Back to Ihe rig 
like a horse, grab the crossbar in both fists, and take oflF with legs 
driving. The bg, all slppeiy with sap, skidded over the moss, and 
witli bent back I kept it gDing until I reached the piling place. 

The sharp smell of spruce in the air, the rushing, powerfid 
noises of the creek, the tit feeling of blood surging tirou^ the 
rruscles. That was the way it was with all fifty of them About a 
week's work — real bull work but I never felt ar^ better. Folks say 
that axemanshp is a bst art, but I like to think I found it again in 
those cool spruce woods. 

The bgs were a great deal B^iternow than ihey were then and 
could be handled easi^ enoi^ I wrapped the smoked salmon in 
the w^ paper and put it back in a pocket. It was time to be moving 
on. I w^)s anxious to ^t to Spike's cabin to see if it was the way I 
Ind left it last Septerrfcer. About 500 >^ds more throu^ the 
spmce and the willow brush and there it was, its weather-grayed 
nxiose antlers spreading just bebw the peak of the roo^ a tin can 
cover on its stoveppe, and its windows boarded \xp. It had a 
bnesome, forbm bok. It needed someone to live in it. 

I lifted the bar of the cabin door and pushed inside. Cbse 
quarters with the canoe in there. Spike's note was still a prominent 
part of the entrance. It read, "Use things as you need them Leave 
thingi as you found thein" From the boks of the place no one had 
been iiiside. If anyone had, he had been very neat about it. 

The cabin had everything needed to set vp housekeeping until 
m/ own place was conpfeted. A ^od stove, two bunks, a roof 
that didn't leak, a tabte, and a small sippty of cooking staples and 
the necessary tools to go with them A small stack of diy wood 
inside, in additionto the supply outside that I had cut last fell When 
iny cabin was ready and moving day was at hand, I would feave 
beliind a little more than I had found. 

Including the brief stop at the log pite, the \np had taken an 
hour and tliree quarters. Not bad time with a load. I unshmg the 
ou^-six and set down the packboard. My shoulders felt as though 



fli^wanted to float to the ratters. 

First thing was to move the Grumman canoe outside and irake 
some room Next I uncovered the windows to ^t rid of the gbom 
and cfabed a ladder to take the tin can off the top of tie stoveppe. 
When I got back with the second load, I would make a fire. 

If I could travel the lake ice, I would use the canoe like a sled. 
I shoved the canoe onto the ice and feund it vms too rotten and 
thia A stroi^ wind would break it up. It was back abi^ the beach 
the w^y I had come. 

My second bad was about sixty pounds. I huddled toother 
what was left and spread the tarp over it, again wei^ling the edges 
with boulders. If the weather changed, the gear would be well 
protected. This time with the binoculars abng, I would have an 
excuse to stop now and then and ^ss the slopes tor ^me. W^th 
the naked eye you don't olten see the big animals unless they are 
feirfy cbse, and might think there are none in the countiy. Hirou^ 
the lenses, with the h^ sbpes drawn into sharp defiration, you can 
spot movement or something that chan^ shade. 

On Black Mountain I saw six Dall sheep. Farther on a^inst 
the sk54ine of Falls Mountain, there was a big band with lani)s 
among them Just before crossing the bg brid^ on Hope Creek I 
spotted a bne caribou feeding abng the Cowgll Benches. I could 
make out the stubs of new antlers. As I plodded abng I knew mai^ 
eyes were watohir^ me. the won! beit^ passed that I vm 
back? 

At the cabin, once more unloaded, I opened a jar of 
blueberries I hadpicked andputi^) inSeptenfcer. The winter had 
been hard on them Juice was two-thirds the way ip the jar with the 
shriveled berries on top. Ihey had a stroi^ aroma and a sharp 

taste. 

I decided to save the last load for morning. I distributed vAiat I 
liad brought so fer into readi^ availabb places. I placed the ou^- 
six on wall pegs. I didn't %ure on getti^ the barrel dirty for a bng 
time. 

Wth the fire going, the cabin took on a cheeiy atmosphere. A 
few M flies awakened and buz2ed about sliggBhfy. When I went 
outside to get an armbad of wood, I stopped to bok at flie thin 
blue smoke pluming a^inst tie gieen darkness of the spruce. It 

be^ to bok and feel like home. 

Sipper was caribou sandwiches Mary Alsworth had packed, 
washed down with a c\jp of hot beef bouilba Then I got ready for 



moming. I uncovered the jar of sourdou^ starter, dunped two- 
thirds of it into a bowl, put three heaping teaspoons of iioui" back 
into the starter jar, added some lukewarm water, stirred and 
capped it. If I did this every tirre, the starter would go on forever. 

To the starter in the bowl I added five tablespoons of flour, 
three tablespoons of su^, and a half ciqi of dry nilk, nming it all 
toother with a wooden spoon. I dribbled in lukewarm water until 
the batter was thia Thai I covered the hovA witti a paa The 
mixture would woric itself irto a hotcake batter by morning. 

Babe did me a real fevor %ing me in today. I hope he's a 
better businessman with others. He's never yet chared me the 
goir^ rate of $30 for his mail and grocery runs from Port Aisworth 
to Twin Lakes. He makes me feel like it would be an insult to 
questbn him about tte price. 'VJe are not piling treasures on this 
earth," he says. I hope I can make ip the difierence in other ways. 

My first ewning was clear and calm I wish some of those 
folks passed rm in canper and waved could see this place. 
Mosquitoes are out and woridng on the suribum I acquired wMe 
packit^ this aftemooa listen to them siring a tune. Brings to mind 
a conment Babe made one time. "Can't be very g3od counby," he 
said, "ftten even a mosquito wouldn't live there." By the sound I 
albw fliis is prime countiy. I wonder if there are ai^ mosquitoes in 
heaven 



CHAPTER TWO 



^The Birth of a Cabin 



wMay 22nd. Up with the sun at four to watch the sunrise and 
the sight of the awakening land. It seems a shame for eyes to be 
shut w4ien such things are gaing on, especialfy in this big countiy. I 
don't want to miss ai^lfait^ A heavy wtte frost twinkled almost as 
ifmu^'ofib crystals were suspended in the air. New ice, Hke afhin 
pane of ^ass, sealed the previous^ opm water abi^ the ed^ of 
the lake. The peaks, awash in the w^m yellow l^it, cortosted 
sharply with tteir sbpes still in shadow. 

Soon I had a fire snapping in the stove, and shortfy altei"ward 
could no fon^r see m/ breath inside the cabin. A pan of water was 
heating abngside the kettle. TTiat business of breaking a hole in the 
ice and washing up out there sounds better than it feels. I prefer 
warm water and soap. Does a better job, too. 

Thick bacon sliced from the slab sizded in the black skillet I 
poured off sonE of the fet and put it aside to cooL Time now to put 
the finishing touches to the sourdough batter. As I uncovered it I 
could smell the fermentatbn. I gave it a good stirring then sprinkled 
half a teaspoonfijl of baking soda on top, scattered a pinch of salt, 
and dipped in a tablespoon of bacon fet. When these additions 
were ^ntly folded into the batter, it seemed to come alive. I let it 
stand for a few minutes wMe bacon strps were laid on a piece of 
paper towel and excess fet was drained from the paa Then I 
dropped one wooden spoonfii of batter, hissing onto (he skilleL 
When bubbles appear all over, it's time to flp. 

Brown, thin, and light — nothing quite like a stack of sourdou^ 
hoteakes cooked over a wood fire in the earty morning. I smeared 
each layer with butter and honey and topped fiie heap with lean 
bacon slices. While I ate I peered out the window at a good- 
boking caribou bedded down on the vpper benches. Now that's a 
hreakfest with atmosphere ! 

Before doit^ the dishes, I readied the makir^ of the 
sourdoi^ biscuits. These would be a nxist for each day's sipper. 
The recpe is rmch the same as for hoteakes, but thicker, a dou^ 
that is baked. 

It was a good morning to pack in the rest of the gear. I put 
some red beans in a pot to soak and took ofi" Last ni^'s fieeze 
had cnjsted the snow, and it made the travelii^ easier. About a mile 



down the lakeshore a cock ptarmd^n clattered out of the wiDow 
bnjsh, his neck and head shining a copper color in the sun, his \\4iite 
wings vibrating, then curving into a set as he sailed. HLs summer 
pluma^ was beginning to erase the white of winter. Crrr . . . i/ck . 
. . a . . . ruck . . . urmrmr. His ratcheting call must have brought 
everything on the mountain sbpes to attention 

The last bad was the heaviest It almost noon before I got 
back to Ihe cabin, and none too soon because rain ctouds were 
^fhering owr the mountains to the soufli 

The rain cane slanting down, hard-driven by the wind. I 
busied rnyself ^tting ^ar and gxjceries organized. Ai^ne livit^ 
abne has to get things down to a s^^tein — know where things are 
and what the next move is g3ing to be. Chores ai^ easier if 
fcrethou^ is given to ihem and they are boked ipon as lidJe 
pfeasures to perform instead of inconveniences that steal time and 
try the patience. 

When the rain stopped its heavy pelting, I went prospecting 
for a ggrden site. A small clearing on the south side of the cabin and 
a™y from the big trees was the best place I could find. Here it 
would ^t as much sun as possibfe. 

Frost was onfy inches down, so there would be no planting 
until June. Spike's ^ub hoe could scuff oft" the ground cover later 
on and stir the top soil as deep as tte frost would permit. I had 
no iertilizer. 1 sippose I ni^ e?qierimsnt with the manure of moose 
and caribou, but it would be interesting to see what progress foreign 
seeds would make in soil that had iwurished onfy native plarts. 

By sippertime the biscuits were ncefy pufed and ready to 
bake. There vras no oven in the stove, but with tinsn^is I cut down 
a co^e can so it stood about two inches high, and placed it 
bottomside up atop the stove. On this platform I set the pan of three 
swollen biscuits and covered it with a ^ can tin about six inches 
deep. 

In about fifteen minutes the smell of the biscuits drifted out to 
the woodpfle. I parked the axe in the chopping bbck. Inside, I 
danpened a towel and spread it over the biscuits for about two 
Tiinules to tenderly the ciTBt. The last biscuit rnopped up \\4iat was 
left ofthe onbn gravy. Mnmm. 

When win I ever tire of jiet boking? I set up the spotting 
scope on the tripod. Three di^ent eyepieces fit into it: a 25- 
power, a 40-power, and a 60-power. That last one hauls distant 
objects right ip to you, but it takes a wMe to get the knack of using 



it because the magiification field covers a relative^ small area. 

This evening's main attraction was a big h/nx moving across a 
snow patch. I had seen a sudden flurrying of ptarmi^ just 
momenLs before, and wtien I trailed the scope on the action, there 
was the cat taking his time, stopping now and then as if ™tching for 
a movement in the tini>er just ahead of him 

I switched to a more powerful eyepiece and there he was 
a^io, big^ and bettei; stroHir^ aJong, his hps seeming to be 
hitler than his shouMeis, his body the cobr of dadc gray smoke, his 
eyes like yellow lanterns beneath his tufted ears. Even fix)m the 
distarKe 1 coiikl sense his big- footed silence. 

I went to steep wonderii^ if the tynx had ptarmigan for sipper. 

mMay23rd. Daise fcg this morning A ^lost^ scene. Strange 
how nxtch b^ger things f^ear in the fog A pair of goUeneye 
ducks wiiistted past fow and boked as big as honkers to me. 

After breakfest I inspected the red beans for stones, dumped 
them into a fi^sh pot of water fi"om tie lake, and let them bubble for 
a spell on tte stove. I sKced sorre onions. What in the world would 
I do without onions? I read one time that they prevent bbod cbts. 
Can't afford a bbod cbt out here. I threw tie slices into the beans 
by the hand&l, showered in some chili powder and saJt, and stirred 
in a thick stream of hon^. I left the pot to simmer over a sbw fire. 
Come suppertime Ihey should be fiill of flavor. 

I took a tour back throu^ the spruce tini)er It didn't take 
mjch detective woik: to see how hard the wind kid blown during 
the winter, both up and down the lake. Trees were down in both 
directions. Tliat was something else to think about Did the wind 
bbw that mjch harder in the winter? 

Hope Credc has cut a b^ opening into the lake ice. That could 
be wtere the ducks were headed tins morning it too earfy to 
catdi a fish? I took the casting rod abng to find out. The creek 
mouth boked promising enou^ with its ruffled water swirling into 
eddies that spun beneath the ice barrier I worked a metal spoon 
deep in the current, jerked it toward me and let it drift back. Not a 
strike after several casts. If the fish were out there, they were not 
iiterested. No sign of the ducks either. 

When the fog flnalfy cleared the fece of the iTDuntain across 
the ice, I si^ed a bunch of eteven Dall ewes and lanbs. Five lani)s 
in aD, a good sigji. A mountain has got to be bnety withoitt sheep on 



it. 

He rest of the day I de\'oted to tools. I carved a maDet 
head out of a spruce chunk, augered a hole in it, and fitted a handle 
to it. This would be a useiul pounding tool, and I hadn't had to pack 
it in either. The same with the handles I made &r the wood au^rs, 
the wide-bladed chisel, and the files — rtiich easier to pack wiflwut 
the handles already fitted to them 

I sharpened Ihe axQ, ad2e, sam, chisels, wood augers, 
drawtaiife, pocket knife, and bacon slicer. The wiiisperit^ an oil 
stone makes against steel is a satisfying sound. You can almost teB 
wlien the blade is ready by the crispness of the sound. A keen ed^ 
not onfy does a better job, it teaches a man to have respect for the 
tooL There is no leeway for a "small" s%). 

While I pampered assault kit for the building of the cabin, 
the sky tun^d loose a heavy shower and thundered Midwestem 
s^. The echoes rurrbled and tuntled down the sbpes and ^ed 
av/ay into irutterin^. The shrill cries of the terns proclaimed their 
confiision 

The ice attempted to move today. Fog and thunder have taken 
their toll I can see the rou^ slab ed^s pushed atop each other 
abng the cracks. The winter fi"ei^ will be movii^ down Ihe lake 
soon, throu^ the connecting stream and down the bwer lake to the 
fijnnel of tte Chilikadrotna River. 

Alter sipper I made log-notch markers out of rr^ spruce 
stock. Ihey are nothing more than a pair of dividers with a pencil on 
one leg, but with them I can make bgs fit snugfy. This is not goingto 
be a buteherit^ job. I can afibid Ihe time for pride to stay in charge. 

1 sampled the red beans again before turning in for the night 
Tlie lon^r tliey stay in the pot the more flavor they have. 

The woodpile needs attentba I mist drop a few spruce snags 
and buck them 15) into sections. Dry standing tjaher makes the best 
firewood. 

Ho, hum Fm anxious to ^t started on that cabin, bifl: first 
thingi first. Tomorrow will have to be a woodcutting day. 

MMc/y 25th. The mountains are wearing new hats this morning 
T!ie rain during the iiitdit was snow at tlie liigher levels. 

1 built 1^3 the wood sipp^ yesterday and this morning There 
is a rhythm to the saw as its teeth eat back and forth in the 
deepening cut, but I nust adnit I ei^oy the splitting more. To hit the 



chunk exactly wiiere you want to and cleave it apart cfean^' — 
there's a good sound to it and satisfection in an efficient nx)tion. 
Another re\rard comes from seeing those triangular stove lengths 
pile i^. Then the g-and finale! Drive the ax into the bbck, bok 
around, and contemplate the measure of w^iat you have done. 

Breakip vras not the spectacular si^ it was last year. A big 
wind would have cleared the ihin ice out yesterday. As I baded 
tools on the packboard this afemoon, the rotted ice began to flow 
past in quiet exit 

At the construction site several hundred }ards down the 
lakeshore, I found rr^ bgs were not as bad^ checked as I had first 
thou^. Hie clicking was on^ evident on the weathered sides. 
Hie b^ were well seasoned and in wei^ for their length 

When you tave niles and nibs of lakefront and picture views 
to consider, it is difficult to select a building site. Tbe more a man 
boks, the fussier he gets. I had given rruch thou^ to mine. It sat 
atop a knoll about seventy-five feet back fix>m a bight in the 
shoreline. There was a good beach fcr landing a canoe, and a 
floatplane also could be brought in there easily. 

The wind ^nerally blew up or down the lake. From either 
direction the cabin would be screened by spiiice trees and wiDow 
brush. The knoll was ele\^ted weO nbo\e any visible lii^water 
marks. Just over 100 yards away was Hope Creek, and even 
thou^ the water from the lake was sweet and pure, Hope Creek 
carried the best ever from the hi^ places. At its mouth could 
usuatybe foind fish, too. 

There were two things that bothered me just a Me, and I gave 
them serious consideration before making the final decision. It was 
possible that afler a continuous heavy rain and the resulting runoflF 
from the mountains, Hope Creek could overflow and come 
chvmiiiig throu^ the tiirber behind me. If tliat liappened, I felt I was 
still hi^ enough to handle the situation. Perhaps some er^ineering 
would be necessary to divert the flow until the creek tamed down 
and returned to its charmeL 

It was also a possibility, thoi^ quite remote, that a slide or a 
quake m^it choke the CMikadrotaa River, w4iich was the 
drairppe of the Twins. Ai^time the volume of ™ter coming into 
the country was greater than what was ^ing out, tte lake bvel was 
gaing to rise. If the Chilikadrotna were to plug seriousfy, the country 
would fill up lilce a giant bathtub. I didn't like to think about that. 
Fina% I decided such a catastrophe would rule out ar^ site, and if a 



man had to consider all of nature's knockout punches, he would 
hesitate to build ai'^here. 

So I had taken the pkinge and cleared the brush. I had 
gnbbed out a sliaOow foundation, had hauled up beach gravel and 
had spread it to a depth of several inches over an area rou^i^ 
twenty feet by twenty feet I felt I had made the best possibfe 
choice. 

I stood with hands on l^s boking at the pbt of gravel and flie 
pile of bgs beside it. The b^ were decked, one layer one way and 
the next at ri^t angles to it so air could circulate through the pile. 
On that floor of ^vel, fi"om those log;, the house would grow. I 
could see it before ire because 1 had sketched it so irany times. It 
would be eleven feet by iilteen teet on the inside. Its front door 
would fece northwest, and the big window would look down the 
lake to the south and west. It would nestle there as if it belon^d. 

Apile of bgs. Which ones to start with. Wlty not the largest 
and most crooked fer the two side feuodatbn bgs? Th^ would be 
partV buried in the gravel anymy. Save the best ones to show oflF 
to the best possibb adwntage. I rolled the bgs around until 1 was 
satLsfled I had found what I was looking fcr. 

One log in particular required considerable lowing to 
strai^ten it. I rrust say white spruce works up nicely with axe and 
drawknite, much lil<;e wliite pine. If I keep the ed^s of n^ tools 
honed, it will be a pleasure to pile up chqis and shavings. 

I bedded the two side bgs into the gravel, then selected two 
end b^ \\4iichl laid across tfaemto fcmithe elewn-by-fifteen-foot 
irterior. Next I scribed the notehes on the underside of the end b^ 
on each side so tte entire partem of the notoh was joined and 
pencfled. Everything inside the pencil patterns would have to be 
removed. Four notches to cut out. 

To make a notch fit properly, you can't rush it. Make several 
saw cuts an inch or two apart almost down to tte pencil line and 
whack out the chunks with the axe until the notch is rou^i^ formed. 
Then comes the finish woric, the careful custom fit. I have just the 
tool fer the job. At first I thought the character in tiie hardware 
store goi^ me a little -wten he chat^d more than seven dollars 
for a ^uge chisel (half round), but next to n^ axe I consider it m/ 
most valuable tool Just tap the end of its haixlle with the spruce 
mallet and the sharp ed^ moves a curl of wood before it, ri^ to 
the line. It smooths the notch to pci'Icction. 

The four notehes rolled snugfy into positbn over the curve of 



the side fcundation logi beneath them 

Well, there's tiie first course, the first four b^, and those 
mtches couldn't tit better. That's the way they're all going to fit. 

&iou^ tor this evening. The job has begua It should be g3od 
gaing fi-om tere ip to the eave lo^ and the start of tte gable ends. 
Tomoirow should see more working and less figuring. 

I wanted a salad for sipper. Fireweed greens make the best, 
and fireweed is one of fee most conmonplaas in this country. Its 
spikes of reddish pink br^hten ihe land. Ihey start bboming fix>m 
the bottom and travel as the season progresses. When the 
blossoms reach the top, summer is almost gore. 

I went down afong the creek bed w^ere a dwarf variety 
g-ows. None were in bloom yet. I squatted aircng the stems and 
slender leaves and picked the tender plant crowns into a bowL 
Then I riased them in the creek. 

Sprinkled with sugar and drizzled with vine^, those wild 
greens the red beans just the tang needed. 

uMiy 26th. I should have a iish tor tliis excniiig's rreaL It was 
a good morning to try tor one down at the connecting stream 

There was still ice on the bwer half of Ihe lake. The way the 
ice was moving yesterday I thou^ the lake would be clear of it 
Something is stallmg the ice parade. 

TiaveBng the lake shore, I nearfy ipended a time or two on 
the cnjsted snow. It was treacherous gDit^ When I came to a good 
seat on the evergreens beneath a small spruce, I took adrantage of 
it and proceeded to glass the slopes above the spruce tirrber. 

First sitting was a cow moose with a yearling ttailing her 
down country. While I watched them, I heard the bawling of 
caribou caKes. It took me a few minutes to bcate wtere all the 
noise was coming fiiom In a high basin I spotted seventy- five or 
more cows and calves. Across the lake ten DaH mm were m 
diffirent positions of relaxation, and firther down I counted eleven 
lanis and nineteen ewes. Satisfied that there ^ms plenty of ^ne in 
the country, I trud^d down to the stream and foDowed abng its 
banks, thi"ou^ the huniTDcks of low brush, until I caine to where it 
poured in\'itingly into tlie lower lake. 

I waded out a few steps. My boots did not leak, but almost 
immediate^ the chl seq)ed through tfie woolais inside fliem I cast 
a few times, lettii^ tiie small meteil lure ride out with Ihe cirrert. 



then retrieving it jerkity with twitches of the rod tp. Several more 
casts. Nothing 

Then it happened with the suddenness of a broken shoelace. 
As the kire canie flashing toward me over the ^vel, a pale 
shadow, almost invisible a^inst the bottom, streaked in pursuit. 
Jaws, gaped white, and the bri^ glint of the lure winked out as they 
cbsed over it. Hk line hissed, the rod tp hooped. The fish swerved 
out of the shaflows, rolling a bulge of vrater before him as he bolted 
for the dropoff He slashed the water wtte as I backed away with 
the rod held high, woridng him in to where he ran out of ™ter and 
flopped his yelbw spotted sides on the bank. A nineteen-inch lake 
trout. I thunped its head with a stone, and it shuddered out strai^. 

As I dressed it out, I examined its stomach. Not a thing in it. It 
is alwa)^ interesting to see what a lish has been eating. Several 
times I have found mice in the stomachs of lake trout and arctic 
char. Now how does a mouse ^t himself into a jackpot like that? 
Does he fen in by acddsit, or does he venture for a swini? Tou^ 
to be a mouse in this country. From the air, the land, and the water 
his enemies wait to strike. 

On the way back to the cabin, I repaired the bg brid^ over 
Hope Creek. All it needed was shoring up with a few boulders 
rolled a^inst the bg bracings on each end, w4iich was easier to do 
now while the water was bw. 

I popped a batch of com in bacon tat, salted and buttered it, 
and niinched on it whife 1 studied the sweep of the mountains. 
Before I left for the constriction job, I shaped ny biscute, put them 
into a pan, and covered Ihemto rise for SL5>per. You always haw 
to think atead with biscuits and a bt of other things in the 
wilderness. 

If I can fit ei^ bgs a day, the cabin will go abng at a good 
rate. That's sixteen notches to cut out and taibr to fit. It is important 
to put the notch on the underside of a bg and fit it down over the 
top of the one beneath. If younoteh the topside, rain will run into it 
instead of drq^ping past in a shit^ effect. Wakx settling into the 
notehes can cause problenB. 

The sun shinit^ on the green lake ice was so beauti&l I had to 
stop work now and then just to bok at it. That's a luxury a man 
erqoys vA^n he works for himself 

For sipper, I cut the trout into small chunks, dipped tlem into 
beaten e^ and rolled them in commeaL Tliey browned nice^ in 
the bacon fet, and n^ tender crusted sourdoughs did jifitice to the 



first fish fiy of the seasoa 



uMjy 28th. Frost onflie fogs wtol went to woik at six Ajw. I 
had to roH mny of them aroimi to get the ones I wanted Sorting 
takes time, but matching ends is veiy inportant if the cabin is to 
bokri^. 

The wind he^ed the ice afong today. The ipper lake Ls near^ 
two-thirds ice-fiee now. 

Had first building inspector at the job. A gi^ay jay, 
aftectionatefy known as camp robber, came in his drab Lmitonn of 
gray and yfAiSe and black to look thin^ over fi'om his perch on a 
branch end. The vray he kept tilting his head and makir^ those 
mewing sounds, I'd say he w^s being downri^ critical I 
welcomed his conpai^' just the same. 

mMay 29th. Onfy a few chiiks of ice floatii^ in the lake fliis 
morning By noon there was no ice to be seea It was good to see 
the lake in motion agaia It was even better to sSp the canoe into flie 
water and paddle to work for a chan^, Riding silenlfy afoi^ over a 

diffirent pathway 

My logs are not as uniform as they could be. They have too 
iTiich taper, which makes much more work. Just the same I like the 
accunulation of white chips and shaving; aO over the ^ound and 
the satisfection that coites from making a log bbnd over the curve 
of the one beneath it as if it grew that way. You can't rush it I don't 
want these looking as thou^ a Boy Scout was turned loose on 
them with a dull hatchet. 

This evenit^ I hauled out Spike's heavy trotiine, tested it for 
strength, and baited its three hooks with some of the lake trout fins. 
I wdiirled it a few times, ^ve it a toss, and watched the stone sinker 
-np the slack line from tlie beach and land with a pfop about fifiy feet 
fromtiie shore. Let's see wliat is prowling the bottom these days. 

It was raining sli^ty wben I turned ia There's no sleeping pill 
like a good day's work. 

wMjy 30th. A trace of new snow on the crats. 
Afrer breakfest I checked the trotiine. It pulled heavy, wfth a 
tuning now and then on the vmy in. Two burbot, a fifteen-incher 
and a nineteen- incher. A burbot is ugfy, all mottled and bigheaded 



— it fooks like the result of an eel ^tting nixed up with a codfish. It 
tastes a vdiole lot better than it looks. I skinned and cleaned the two 
before ^ing to work and left the entrails on tlie beach tor the 
sanitation departrrent. 

He cabin is g"owing. Twenty-ei^ bgs ai"e in place. Forty- 
fcur should do it, except for gable ends and the roof log;. It real^ 
boks a mess to see the butts extending way beyond the comers, 
but I win trim them off later oa 

Rain halted operations for a spel 

When I started in again, I made a blunder. My mind mist have 
been on the big ram I had been ™tching. I'd just finLslKd a notch, 
had a real dandy fit, and was about ready to iisten it down when I 
noticed it was wrong end to! I tossed it to one side and started 
anotter. Guess a iran needs an upset now and then to remind him 
that doesn't know as rmch as he thinks he does. Maybe tot's 
wiiat the camp robber was trying to tell me. 

mMc/}' 31s!. a weird-looking country this morning. The fog last 
night fi'oze on the iTOiQitaiiis, gixing them a li^ ^ay appearance. 
That bon calling out of the vapor sounds like the spirit of Ed^ 
Allan Poe. 

The contrary bg of yesterday carried over into today. I 
carefijify fitted and fettened it down, and was selectit^ bgs for flie 
next course wten I boked 15) and saw it vras still wrot^ end to! 
How in the worb did that happen? Two big ends toother are 
proper but not three. I pried it off and flung it to the side. But wi^ 
get shook up about it? It's better to discover it now than wtien it's 
bmied beneath a com'se. 

Tlmty-five in place. Nine to go and I will be ready for the 
^bles — those tricky triangular sections on each end beiKath the 
pitch of the roof The roof bgs and flierid^ will notch over fliem 
Babe said he could % in some p^wood for a roof Thae would be 
room to spare in the Stinson, but pfywood seems too ea^ I think I 
wl stick with the pofe idea instead. Run those spruce poles at r^ 
angles to the eave bgs and the ridge, then dec^ the best way to 
cover them. 

It was snowing a tew fiakes as 1 worked. Cool weatlier is the 
best kind to woric in, althou^ rain makes the bgs slick. Very few 
insecte about. No complaints there. 

I have a kettle of navy beans soaking for tomorrow. Babe 



says they nust be at least fifeen jears old. At that rate will 
DEKdabngbalh. 

mJime 1st. Fog ffited earfy. This conimting to work by canoe 
isthebest\ray)et 

JiBt fitted the jinx bg into place wto I heard a plane. It was 
Babe. I ™tched the T-craft glide in for a perfect landing on the 
calm lake. I've heard bush pibts say it is nuch easier to land wtere 
there is a rqiple, because calm water distorts depth perceptioa I 
shoved off in the canoe and rounded the point to meet him at 
Spike's beach. 

Plenty of groceries this time. Fi% pounds of si^ar, fi% 
pounds of flour, two ^Dons of honey, sixty pounds of spuds, two 
do2en eg^, half a slab of bacon, some iW)arb plants, plenty of 
mail, and some books . . . re^ious ones. I guess he has been 
working owrtime on vt^ pMosopl^'^ fi'om our last chat on the 
beach. 

Babe had planted Ms potatoes yesterday. He \wis in a huny. 
No time to visit. Wished he liad tin^ to inspect the building project. 
Next time he would. Ri^ now he had a coiple of prospectors to 
% in somewtere. He would see me in a couple of weeks. 

I g3t mail fiom all over. ax)ther Jake is %ing ip and down 
fliat CaJifijmia countiy WishI could talk him into coming ip here 
and staying a spel We'd see some s^as in that little bird ofhis. 

Sister Fbrence is going to make a set of curtains for big 
window. Dad is line but he wishes I had a lar^ dog with me. I've 
thou^ about a dog It would iness up picture- taking tor sui^. 

Sid Old is still soaking up the sun in New Mexico. The old 
boy has been oft" his teed late^. I could listen to him all day, 
spinning his yams about the earty horse-packing days on Kodiak: 
tying the diamond hitch, the cattle-killing bears. 

Spike aJbws that he and Hope may drop in to Twin Lakes in 
August. Spike not quite to snuff these days either. Sam Keith 
writes that the kids in the junbr high school where he is vice 
princ^ial are iil<;e bcel'critlers smelling water after a bng drive. They 
srrell vacation. Wish 1 could get him 143 tere with that willow wand 
of his when the gi'ayling are having an or^ at the creek mouth. 
Good to hear fix)m everybody. I guess part of a man's root s}«tem 
has to be nourished by contacte with femi^ and old fiiends. 

Ihe riuibarb plants should be put into the ground ri^ avray 



Wliy not plant the wliole ^den patch while I'm at it? 

I found the frost about four or five inches down. I drove the 
gTjb hoe into the soil as tar as I could and stirred ip the plot with a 
shalfow spading. The bam seerred quite light and foil of humus. I 
set out the rhubarb plants and watered them Then I planted fifteen 
hills of potatoes, tucked in some ornon sets, and sowed short rows 
of peas, carrots, beets, and rutabagas. Not mich of a garden by 
Iowa, standards, but it would tell me vA&t I waiijed to find out 

Fina% back to the cabin buildit^ I'm a better builder than I 
am a fermer airway. 1hirty-ei^ logi are in place and I'm almost 
ready for the eave bgs. 

Where are the cmrp robbers and the spnce squirrel? I iriss 
seeingthem They are gX)dcoiipanions, but work is real^ the best 
one of alL 

A fine evening and I hated to waste it. The lake was flat cakn 
and a joy to travel with quiet strokes of the paddle. My excuse was 
to prospect fer some roof-pole tinier near Whitefish Point I found 
i» great aniount, and I retirned to this side of the lake. 

M.June Srd. I am ready for the eave lo^ and the ^bles. I 
marked out the windows and door and will cut fer enough into each 
log so that once the eave lo^ are on, I can ^t the saw back 
throi^to finish flie cutting. 

The ^bles and the roof have occipied nuch of ny ihou^ 
latefy. Up to this point line level tells me flie sides and ends are 
on tlie ircney. The course logi were selected carefolly, and I liave 
done the hewing necessaiy to keep the opposite sides level as the 
cabin grows. Fi\e log> were \eiy special. These were tlie twenty- 
footers, which abng with the gable ends would be the backbone of 
the roof Two would be eave b^, two purlin bgs, and the last, the 
strai^Ttest, would be the ridgp bg. In pondering how to g3 about 
the gables, I pictured to n^self the letter K It would take four b^, 
one atop the other and each one shorter than the one beneath, to 
make a triangle 15) to the rid^ bg hei^ I planned. 

The eave bgs are the top ones on the side \ralLs. They would 
be difierent fcom the other wall logs in that they would overhang 
about a toot in the rear of the cabin and extend tliree teet beyond 
the fi"ont of the cabin, to hold tte eaves and the porch roof The 
purlin lo^ are roof beans running parallel with the length of the 
cabin, halfrray between the eave bgs and the ridge bg. The roof 



poles would lie over them at right an^s, from the rid^ down 
across the eave bgs. 

Of course the ridge log still was not in place. To ^t it there, 
the tbinth and shortest gable log would be spiked on top of the third 
one. Tlie ridge would be seated on it, equalfy spaced between the 
purlins. There would be a framework of five lo^, two (or eaves) at 
the top of the walls, one (the rid^) at the peak, and two (the 
purlins) in between, sipportingthe crossways roof poles. 

The gable ends wiH be cut to the sbpe of the roof The sbpe 
can be detemined with a chak line. I'll drive a nail on top of the 
ridge pole, draw the string down abng the fece of the ^ble fogs, 
just aver the top of the purlins, to the eave nails. TD chak the line, 
pull it ti^, and snap it. The blue chalk lines slanting down the ^bfe 
lo^ wiE represent the sbpe of tte roof on each side. The gable lo^ 
then can be cut at the proper angle of the btter A T ve pctured. The 
three- fcot extensbn of the roof bgs in fix)nt of the cabin will albw 
for three feet of shed-Bee entrance to the cabia 

That's the way flie project sh^es ip. Let's see if we can do 

it 

m/tme 4th. A good day to start the roof skefetoa 

Another critic cruised past in the lake ftiis morning a real chp 
e5q)ert and wildemess en^neer, Mr. Beaver. He probabfy got a 
littie jeabus of all the (Aaps he saw, and to show \\hat he tJx)u^ of 
the \\liole deaJ, i5)ended and spanked his tail on the surfece before 
he disappeared. 

Shortty afterward a pair of harlequin ducks came by for a 
look. The drake is handsome with those white splashes against gray 
and rusty patches ofcinnamoa 

My curiosity got the better of me and I had to glass the sheep 
in the high pasture. It was a s^ to watehflie moulting ewes gjuzing 
as the lanis fix)licked about, jumping fiom a small rock and 
bounding over the gjeeneiy, bumping heads. It was a happy 
intemptbn to work. 

I find I can handb the twenty- footers easify enou^ by just 
Ming one end at a time. With the comers of the cabin not yet 
sqLi;ired oft^ tliere are sorre long ends sticking out on which to rest 
lo^ as I nuscle themip to eave tevel and beyand. I also have two 
bgs leaning on end within the cabin, and by adjustir^ their tilt I can 
use Ihem to position a bg once it is HP there. The ladder comes in 



handy, too. 

Ihe two eave fo^ were notched and festened down 
according to plan. I cut the opening for the big window, the two 
smaller ones, and the opening tor the door. I placed the first gable 
bg on each end, and it was time to call it a day. 

The roof skeleton should get flie rest of its bones tomorrow. 

mJum 5th. Good progress today. When you first think 
something throu^ you have a pretty good idea vi^ere you are 
going arxi eliminate a lot of nistakes. 

I put H3 the gable ends, notched the purlin bgg into ttem, and 
fetened down the ridge bg It went smoolii^. It's a good thing I 
put the eave bg one row hi^ier than I had original^ planned, or I 
would have to d^ out for headroom Even now a six-feoter won't 
have ar^ to spare, and I won't have nuchmore clearance n^seK 

The cabin is in a good spot That v5)-1he-lake wind is bbcked 
by the tinber and brush betvreen the cabin and the moufli of Hope 
Creek. 

As it now stands, the cabin looks as tliough log; are sticking 
out all over it like the quills of a rited porcipine. There's niich 
trinming to do in tte morning All b^ are plenty long, so there will 
be no short ones to worry about. 

MJune 6th. The time has come to cut the cabin down to si^. 
First I fibd the big saw. Then I trimmed the roof bgs to the proper 
length. I trimned Ihe gable b^ to the sbpe of the roo^ and 
trimmed the wall bgs on all four comers. What a diflference! Log 
ends are aH over the groiaid and the cabin is boking like a once- 
sha^ kid after a crew cut. 

Now I have to start thinking about window and door fiames, 
and the roof poles. I imst find a stand of skinny tini)er for those. 
That means soite prospecting in the standing tuirberyards. 

My cabin b^ have magjcaify chared form in ihe ten days 
since I cut the first notch. There are onfy four fidl-teigth b^ left, 
and onfy one of fliose is halfi\^y decent Before it's over, there will 
be a use for aHoffliem 

wJune 7th. I do believe the ^wing season is at hand. The 
buckbnjsh and wilbws are leafir^ o\i fest now. The riiubaii) is 



Rowing, and I notice niy onion sets are spiking up throu^ the 
earth. 

Those window frames liave been on n^ mind. I decided to do 
something about it. Fii"st I built a sawhorse workbench, then 
selected strai^t- grained sections oflogs cut from the window and 
door openings. I chaked a line down each side, and with a thin- 
bladed wide chisel, I cut deep abng the line on each side. Then I 
dro\e the hand axe into the end to split the board away from the 
bg. That woiked fine. 

I smoothed the split sides with the drawdmife to one and three- 
quarter inches wide. Tbe result was a real nice board, so I 
continued to feshbn others. Put in place and nailed, tley bok first- 
rate. 

I finished the day cbaning the litter of wood ch^s. I mounded 
them in front of \be door, beaver bd^ style. Quite a pfle for eleven 
days' work — enou^ to inpr^ that beaver. 

I have ^ven a btofthou^ to chinking. I think I will try nixing 
moss and bose oakumto cut down on flie amount of oakum If 
oakum with its henp fibers can caulk the seams in boats, it should 
be abb to chirk b^. 

m/tme 8th. I moved mourtain of wood ch5)s and shaving. 
Then I ^ihered moss and spread it on the beach to diy. There is 
still be under the six-inch-tMc rnoss in the woods. I used oakum in 
the narrow seams, and a nixture of oakum and moss wtere the 
opening was more than one-quarter inch. Stra^ oakum is easier 
to use. I will have a tight cabia 

wJune 9th. Today would be a day away from the job of 
building. I'll bok for pob tinier ip the lake. 

1 proceeded to the ipper end of the lake, \\4iere I beacted the 
canoe on the g"avel bar and tied fiie painter to a willow chmp. A 
"down-the-lake" wind mi^t corre and work the canoe into the 
water, and it would be a long hike to retrieve it. 

I walked abng the flat, crossing and recrossing the creek that 
had its b^inmn^ in the fer-off snow^. I found a dropped moose 
antler, a big one, and decided to pbk it 153 on the w^ back. There 
were fox tracks and lynx tracks in the sand, and pibs of old moose 
dropping. 

The roclq)ib was fina% before me, a huge junbb of gray- 



blade, sharp-ed^d granite chunks all crusted with lichens. It was a 
natiral bokout that commanded three canyons. I set ny spotting 
scope, wedpig the leg; of the tipod firmly amid the slin>fi"onded 
ferns that ^ew da^r-shaped in sin^e chimps out of the rock 
crevices. Ri^ off I spotted four caribou bulls grazing abng the ri^ 
ferk of the creek bed. Then hi^ on the sbpes five gDod-boking 
Dall rams, one in a classic pose with all four feet together atop a 
crag back hiii|)ed a^iostflie sky. 

Bebw thean four ewes mowd in n^^ directba At mid-sbpe a 
buH moose on the edge of some cottonwoods was pulling at the 
wiDow brush, changng black and brown as he swung his antlers 
among the folia^. I saw an eagle wheelii^ in the air currents, 
pinions stiffened like outstretched fingers. Ground squirrels \\histled. 
Life was all around. 

On the way back to the beach I stooped to nibble on last 
season's moss-berries. They were a littfe tart to the tongue. I 
picked vp the moose antler and wondered \^here the other 
be. To surprise I found the mate not 200 yards away They 
made quite an awtward bad to pack. It mist be a relief to an old 
bull when the bad fells off 

Just as I reached the canoe, it had to happen. An ip-the-lake- 
wind! I battled agiinst it for a spell, then decided to beach. Finding 
a warm spot in the sun I napped, waiting for the lake to flattea It 
never real^ did, and I paddled back fiom point to point until I 
final^ reached the cabin 

A good day. I forgot on^ one tog— something for lunch. 

M.June 10th, Bri^t and clear. 1 hear the spmce squirrel but he 
stays out of si^. He likes to shuck his spruce cones in private. Hie 
bbebeny bushes are near^ bafed out and baded withbbom 

I finished chinking the cabin Then I put a bg under the bottom 
bg m fiont, to plug an opening there. I did the same in back and 
chinked them both. Now I am ready for the roof pobs, which I will 
start cutting tomorrow. 

The littb sandpqiers %ing back and forth abng the edge of the 
beach haw a characteristic fli^. A few quivering strokes of their 
win^, a brief sail, some more wing vibratioas, and then wings rigid 
again as they glide to a landirg and \anish. They blend in so well, 
they are invisibb against the gravel until they move. 



wJune 11th. I paddled the lake to the foot of Crag 
Mountain. This was a pole-cutting day. 

Good poles were not as pfentiful as I figured, and I worked 
steadify to get forty-ei^ cut and packed to the beach by nooa The 
mosquitoes were out in force. 

To peel the pobs, I made a trpod of short sticks on which to 
rest one end of the pole wMe the other stuck into the bank, and put 
the dra\^ialife to woik. Thebaik flew. 

wJtme 12th. Today I linished peeling the poles, ffly in aU, ratted 
tfaemup, and moved them down the lake to beach. A g3od pile, 
but I doubt there will be enou^ 

wJune 13th. Raia W^ote a batch of letters — not a job to do on 
a good day. It cleared in the late afternoon, so I gathered sixteen 
more poles and peeled sevea 

^une 14lh. Not a cbud in the sky. A cool nximing but no 
fiost. My ^den is all except the potatoes, and they should be 
showing soon Tbe green onioas are more than three inches talL 

I peeled the remainder of roof poles and trimmed the knots 
cbse. Now to put them on, but how cfose? I decided on five inches 
center to center as they lay at right angles to flie ridge bg 

One side is nearfy roofed and the other, about haK Wth onfy 
ten left, I nust hut more poles — about thirty ifn^' calculations are 
right 

■/lOTe 7 J/A. I tried for a fish this mornir^ at the rnouth of Hope 
Creek. No bck. I did see the flash of a l^it-cobred belfy behiid 
the lure. are there. 

I went pole prospecting bebw the creek mouth in the fiie rain 
and cut fifteen— enou^ for one trp back the lake. 1 tied the 
simll ends side by side, ran the canoe into the butt-ends iar enou^ 
to tie them to the bow liiwart. It left me enou^ room to paddle 
fiom just forward of the stem, w4iich woriced real weD-^bw but 
effective transportatioa 

In flie aferooon I finished the fiiont end of the cabin roof and 
took count I would need seventeen more poles. Afer scouting in 
flie tinber bdnnd flie cabin, I found sevea 



A beautifiil evening with a 1^ bree2e down ihe lake. A foon 
rode bw in ite w^ter and trailed a wake of silver as it took fligl*^ 

mJtme 16th. Where are n^' spuds? Maybe I plaited them too 
deep. 

Today I secured the roof pofes over the gables and chinked 
them A cabin roof takes time. A hundred poles to ^ther, 
transport, and peel, trim the knots, and notch them to fit over the 
purlin logs- I see where one more pole is needed. Soon I will be 
ready to saw the ends and ffl the slots between the pole butts under 
the eaves. These fillers should be called squirrel fiustrators. Give 
those characters an entrance and th^ can ruin a cabia 

wJune I7th. Up to g"eet the new day at 3:45 A.M. 1 am not 
sure of tie time anymore. I have kept both m/ watch and cbck 
wound but have rrot chan^d the setting. Now they are thirty 
mimttes apart. Which one is ri^? No radio to check by. I don't 
miss a radb a bit I never thoi^ one was in tune with the 
wildemess ai^^y. A man is on his own frequency out here. 

On the job at five-thirty. I sawed the roof pole ends off to a 
proper eighteen- inch overhang Now I am ready for the chore of 
pluming the ^ps between the roof poles on top of the wall logs. If 
x'anmts are g^ing to ^t into cabin, they will ha\ c \o vMirk at it. 

The canp robbers are back. Four were near the cabin today. 
They are irarked somewhat like king-size chickadees. I like the 
way they come gliding soff^ in to settle on a space ^ and tit their 
heads fiomone side to the other as iflhey are critical of what I am 
doing Some have a very daric plumage, almost black. 

Tomorrow should see the roof ready for the tai" paper, 
pofyett^lene, and moss. I feel guilty about the tar paper and 
polyethylene because they are not true wildemess cabin materials, 
but I am convinced tliat tliey w ill do a belter job of keeping the 
weather out. Next I will finish tte inside kitcten counter, table, and 
bench and make staixls for the water bucket and the wash basia 
The more I think about it, I should build a double-deck bunk. Mi^ 
have some conpai^'. 

wJimc I8(h. E\erything looks as tiiou^ it had a bath last night 
Must have been a gaod shower and I ne\^ e\m heard it 



My garden boks perky. Hie green onioDS are fiw inches tail 
or more. Peas are up an inch. Everylhit^ is growit^ first-class but 
n^' spuds. Not a sign of them yet. 

A check on the livestock betbre going down to the roof job. 
Two caribou bulls jast up country from Low Pass Creek. Nothing 
else in si^. Should be a bear passing throu^ one of these days. 

I finished filling the sbts between the roof poles and caulked 
joirts with oakum Then I put a strp of the oiled oakum down each 
side and over (he gables. I chiriked around the blocks on the 
outside and also cau^ the windows and door fi^one. I chiriked all 
the comer joints of the bgs. Ar^ place I could ^ a table knife 
blade in got oakum 

I was SLuprised to look and see it raining on the other side 
of the lake. It was darkening fest. The rain was ad\™cing on the 
double. A ^t-wet rain was upon me betbre 1 made it to Spike's 
cabia Six o'clock by the Baby Ben Tune tor the sourdou^ 
biscuits and those red beans. 

Once I ^ roof on, I can work on the cabin rain or shine. 

I do believe this rain will help the bbebeny crop. Seems to me 
there are nore bbssoms than last summer. 

Twenty days to get the cabin to its present stage of 
construction A bt of chps ago. 

mfme 19th. I need a fish No luck at all at Hope Creek. I 
decided to paddle down to the upper end of the bwer lake. There 
ou^t to be some action wtere the connecting stream pours ia 

It took an hour and ten minutes to make the run on the calm 
water Then instant action I took two seventeen- inch lake trout out 
of the eddies near the fest water That's enough for n^' needs, so I 
packed ip and lined the canoe a^iost the current to the i5)per lake. 
I saw a sharply defined wolf track in flie nud. Next time down I 
met try a plaster cast of that 

In tte afiOTBon white checking the country tiaough the 
spottir^ scope, I gasped ri^t out bud. I saw caribou all over the 
place! I couldn't pass this ip, so I baded the canoe with ir^ 
camera ^ar and the plaster of pans. Ihese cows and calves were 
just beyond where tlie big wolf track was. I made record time 
down to the bwer end of the lake. 

First thin^ first I prepared the wolf track. It should be realty 
by the time I get back from staDdr^ the caribou. The nud was very 



wet and I wondered if the plaster would set, but I liEed the track up 
anyway with tte thick nixture. 

As I clin±)ed throu^ the tini>er, the herd started to move 
down country. Ttere were at least 150. The breeze was in n^ 
fevor, with plenty of cover to ^t close. I never saw so mar^ 
caribou in the viewfinder at one time. Hiere they were, bedded 
down in that wild setting, and wtei they started to move sudden^, 
the vAKk land seemed to move wilii them I should have some 
gDod feofa^ from that show. On the way back to Hie canoe I 
looked back and there were the tail-enders trailing up through the 
pass. 

The plaster had not set in the track. It was as soft as wten 
I had put it down. I cut a piece of cardboard from a box I had in 
the canoe, for a base. I cut around the track and the plaster, pushed 
rny fingers under from opposite sides, lifted v^p, and set the wiiole 
bbb like a cake onto the cardboard. 

A bree2y taihvind he^jed me paddle home. 

More good bck. Tlie trotW pulled heavy. A tweiiy-inch 
burtxjt Tmback inthe fish business. 

m/tme 20th. A fog barrier hid flie peaks. 
There's more chirikir^ to do around the filler blocks and the 
roofpoles, around the pirlinbgs \toe they go throv^lhe gables, 
and at the comer joints on the inside as well as the outside. 

Next was a job I had been thinking about, a table top, a 
counter top, some window led^s, and some shelves. I could split 
the bgs strai^ enou^ but there were irar^ slivem, and it was a 
real chore to get tliem halfiray smooth. I made two, then decided to 
try r^jping one widi the rpsaw. That was the answer I could ^ 
down the mddle of a bg fiw inches in diameter and for^two 
inches bng in fifteen nrnutes. Couldn't complain about flmt 

I think I have sawed warfy ewiything Umt I need Now to 
trim the edges and start building 

A few rain showers forced me to ^t the sixteen- foot by ten- 
foot tarp of potyett^ne, and I covered the overhang in fixint of the 
cabin with it. A diy place to work, and rr^' took keep as well 

What about that! One ofn^' spuds has appeared! 

M./iine ILsl. A big surprise this morning A wliite frost and a 
good one. The leaves of the ihubaib were wiiite. I wondered how 



rm garden would fere with this sneak attack. When the sun started 
bearing down, I would know. 

I was sitting in m/ doorway filing the teeth of the rpsaw. 
Wlicn I looked i]p tor a momsnt, I noticed a movement on the 
gravel path leading ip irom tte lake. At first glance I thou^ it was 
the squirrel, but the movements were even more fiirtive and the 
arrimal vras too skim^ to be a squirrel Surety enou^ it was a 
weaseL Ife stopped within six feet of me. Ifis eyes held tiie glint of 
black beads as they peered at me out of a triat^ular-shaped bead. 
His ears were rounded. He was wearit^ his summer coat of paJe 
brown with vMe undertrinmii^. Ms tail vm black fiom the tp 
ri^ on ip to the middle of it. 

My hand ircved to brush at a gnat crawling on ir^ eyelid. In a 
flash tte weasel was o:^ scanpering over tte hummocks of moss. 

The squinel chattered from the very top of a spruce. There he 
was a^inst the sky, sittii^ on his haunches, tail curved over his 
back, nibblir^ on a sprasx cone tiiat he held in his forepaws. The 
scales were rairat^ down on the bou^ bebw him 

"Quiet itp there," I warned. 'You better \ratch out. That 
bloodthirsty gi^ will have you for break&^t.''" 

A day to make luni)er. Hew ofi:"the round side of ny slabs 
and trim the ed^s. I rpped out two planks for m/ door, and will 
need two more. Soon I will be ready to put things toother. 

The frost seems not to have hurt the ^rden one bit but 
something else almost did. Fresh moose tracks that just missed. I 
hope the fiost didn't bother the blueberries. 

M.Iune 22nd. Got ip before the sun and watched it 1^ flie 
peaks of the shadowed mountains. 

The sound ofa plane. In came Babe, landing downwind. I saw 
his boy, Glenn, clint out on the pibt's side. That Bttb feDow in the 
eight grade next year \ras %ing the old T-craft! 

They'd brought bts of groceries — ihibarb and oran^s and 
gr^efiuit and bananas — and mail Some spikes and two gaodhand 
saw^. Also a cake from Mary Alsworth. 

Babe was satisfied the cabin was coming along fine. We sat on 
the beach for a spell. He would be using the old Stinson to ferry 
for a prospecting outfit. Did 1 want anything big flown in? Could I 
use a fifiy-^lbn barrel or two? Good to store stuff in, so the 
wnints can't ^t at it. I aUowed they might come in handy. 



I watched them ga out of sight over the volcanic mountains. 
I g3t some realty sad news in n^' maiL Senator Robert 
Kennedy was assassinated 

I nijst adnA Mary Abworth bakes abetter cake than I do. 

mftme 23rd. Sunday. A day to take vsp the slack. 

Saws to shaipen. Tliat's an easy job. Then a hunt for a fog to 
make soine two- inch planks for n^ cabin door. I found one in n^ 
wood sipply. It would make two planks nine inches wide. tte 
two 1 already had, that should give ite enou^ I marked out the 
planks. It W3uld take some rpping to make liiree cuts fifty-one 
inches bng and tei deep. But I went at it and in time the job was 
done. I could use flie slabs for bench tops or stool tops, or 
wiiatever. I loaded the wtole business into the canoe and paddled 
down to flie cabia 

Fog wi^ aroind flie peaks, and a sprinkle dimples the cahn 
lake this e\enin^ 

mJme 24th. A dusting of new snow on Spike's Peak. 

A few rrcre boards to hew out and then I will start on the 
iiiside. Window ledges for three windom. A five- foot shelf over the 
door and the start of the kitchen counter cut out and ready to put on 
the v«ill I au^red one-and-a-half-inch holes into the w^ll fo^ to 
take the si^p^rts for the counter. There will be no legs on the floor. 
Tomorrow I will do wtot I can toward flie constructbn of the table, 
make the door, and then the double-deck bunk. 

More spuds waking ip. 

A strong bree2e is coning down the lake this evening. Best 
repellent I know, it keeps the mosquitoes grounded 

mJune 25th. Sunlight on the slopes down countiy. A beautifiil 
day. 

Put some finishing touches on the door planks I made Sunday. 
Now the door is ready to put toother. I think I shall make it a 
Dutch door. 1 made tlie legs tor a table. All 1 have to do is auger 
tour holes and it will be ready to assemble. IiistaOed tiiree window 
led^s and cut tlie wirxlow sash to fit the tirimes. 1 installed lialf the 
kitchen counter fimnework. Made and put tip tliree shelves in the 
kitohen area. Tomorrow I will woric on ir^ double- deck bunk. To 



look around at \\tiat you have acconplished in a day gives a imn a 
gaod feeling. Too mat^ men woric on parts of lim^. Doing a job 
to completeness satisfies a man 

m/tme 26th. A cool momii^ Nfy garden is like a turtle wifli its 
head pulled ia It needs the vrarm sun to respond. 

Today I built the double bunk. Four posts with two rails on 
each side, and two kr^ and two small rails on each end. I au^red 
one- and-a- half inch holes and trimmed the rail poles to fit. 1 got it 
put toother and it boked too big so 1 shortened the end rails. Still 
too big, so I cut them again. 1 have it down now to twenty- seven 
inches wide inside the side rails, and it looks niich better. Now 
v^iienl get some glue, I will knock it apart and glue it back together. 

Tomorrow I will set the legs £>r n^' table and build a stool and 
a bench. 

Thundering dovm country The lake is goit^ down, and the 
waterM across the lake isn't running its usual amount Twin Lakes 
needs a good raia 

wJune 27th. A gx)d rain it ™s. My ^den fooks rejuvenated. 

Today will be a pole-hunting day. 1 need about tMly to make 
the slats for rry bunks, small but of good length, winch is a tough 
coirbinatbn. 1 will have to im^stigate flie Twin Lakes Lurbeiyard 
pretty thorou^i^. 

I paddled down country and struck it rich. I feund a spruce 
ftiicket such as I have never sem in this coutfry sapling an inch or 
a bit over at flie butt and ten feet taB— just wtet I needed I had 
fliem cut in no time. Loaded Ihem irto the canoe and paddled 
across the puddle-stl lake to home. 

While 1 w^ peeling the poles the wind came vsp strong fiom 
an unusual quarter — direct^ across fi'om Allen Mountain It brou^ 
rain and it llirrowed tlie lake as rough as a cob. Tliis lake can realty 
change its pei"sonality in a huny. Like a woman all smiles one minute 
and dancing a temper tantrum the next I was happy to find I had 
enough buric poles and even some extras that I could use fer stool 
and bench bgs. 

The wind died as abn5>tty as it came. Now the lake is grinning 
with reflections agaia A picture evening 



MJune 28th. Bri^t as cr>«tal this morning and not a cloud to be 

seea 

A fimiture building day. Fii"st a kitchen chair and then a bench 
three feet bng. The echoing of the axe, the wtiacking noises of the 
driven chisel, the crisp bite of the sharp auger into wDod, the 
^thering pile of chps and shavings — and both articles reatfy to glue 
befcrenooa 

I weeded ^rden at lunch time and watered i. The peas 
are looking heaJtJ^ and the green onions are almost rea^ to use. 

I am near the end of the building job on the cabin until Babe 
comes. He's si^Jposed to bring ^ mid the potyetl^teie for 

roof 

I spent the aftemoon cleaning up scraps. The wild roses are 
blooming in tte cabin yard. The ground dogwood and the little moss 
flowers are out. And people spend money for lawn mowers and 
waste time walking behind them! 

I finalfy got around to sharpening ny tools as I do eveiy 
evening Time to call it a day Auntie bree2e was moving xip the 
lake as I trudged the beach to Spike's cabin and supper. 

mJime 29th. The growing season is defioitefy at hand. The 
blueberry blossoms are starting to feU, and soon I will have to check 
on the young berries. 

Today's thought was to put hinges on windows. I need a 
three- le^d stool and a book- rack type of shelf to store books, 
camera ^ar, and clothes. This last project would take sorre doing 
as it would require three shelves three feet bng raiding from fifteen 
to twelve inches in width. Lots of rpping to turn out that mich 
hjnber. 

The job was done, with a good-feeBt^ arm to prove it 
The rustic rack has a bnesomebok. It needs fillii^ That will come 
soon enough. 

I thought for a spell about a roof^jack to take the stovep5)e. 
That is important. A man thinks better wiien he's woridng. Beneath 
the thirty- five inch overhang in fiont of the cabin I au^red holes into 
the lo^ and drove in pe^, gaod han^ng places for stuff better off 
outside tiian in. I "ni still figuring about tiiat jack. 

Tomorrow is Sunday. I will go someplace. 

mJime 30th. A third of the way down to Emerson Cieek, the 



wind blew strong in n^ fece and it was a real battie to keep 
headway in the chop of the ™ter. I had ir^ knees spread wide 
a^inst the canoe bottom, and I had to put back and shoulders into 
the job to make the creek. Those sourdou^ pancakes inist have a 
hi^ octane content. I had come down to prospect for suitable 
stunps from vAmh to fesMon wooden hin^s. Steel hin^s are 
better, no doubt, but it is interesting to see wbat one can do using 
onfy material from the finest. 

While fi)raging amoi^ the uptooted trees, I noticed wolf 
tracks mixed in with the caribou tracks, and I thought of iny plaster 
cast. I would have to check that out. I couldn't find the hin^ stock 
I \\^ed. The trees were too big. I would have to try another 
departrreit of the hnrberyai'd another time. 

What I did find, thou^ on the trek back afong the creek bed 
to the canoe, was a squarish, pale orange rock. I have a feeKng it 
will be the center rock in the arch of the fireplace. 

I noticed the boss hunter's plane came in today. He didn't stay 
bng at his cabin, just bi^ enou^ to check his camp fi)r si^ppBes 1b 
would need wten he brought in the trophy hoys during the sheep 
season. I wonder if the big rams feel that first stir of uneasiness? Do 
they kix>w the di^rence between his plane and Babe's? 

The wind I fou^ before, now he^ed ite home. Wmd and 
fire. He^ yau one minute and kiU you the next. All depends on the 
time and place. 

EJufy 1st. This morning I fesMoned a box for the plaster cast of 
the wolf track. I sawed oft" the end of a cabin log and made a two- 
arxl-a-quaiter-inch slice for tlie box. and a one- and- tliree- quarter- 
inch slice ibr the lid. I hoUowed them out with the wood au^r and 
chisel and now have a neat box. 1 wl mix some plaster pourit iti, 
ten bed ny cast in it and let it set 

That rocfjack fer ihe stove pipe, I've been thmkii^ about 
Select Ihe proper bcation, and nail a cross tie to sipport the two 
roof poles. Reinforce the base of the rootjack to make it wider and 
stifter. Tlie pipe will be iiislaOed so it will stay there without wires. A 
few sheet netal screws should do it. 

Time to put the tar paper over the roof poles and festen it 
down. Not tbrest material but I had better use it. 

Later: The tar paper project is off Heavy rain— a good 
soaking, one to replenish the forest spon^. 



A problem How to cfean the miflion tiny chps and grains of 
sawdust out of the gravel on the cabin floor? An idea. Pack all the 
g"avel back out and toss it into the lake. TTie chips and dust stayed 
on tlie SLir&ce and diilted away. I shoveled the g:avel back on the 
beach, let it drain, and packed it back agaia Clean wall-to-wall 
gravel once mare. 

mJuly 2nd The lake is like a sheet of glass. 

My roof poles are too wet for the tar paper Tliis gives ms a 
chance to go prospecting a^in tor son's liinge tiniier. I ligure I 
need the butt end of ei^ sirall trees to make fcur sets of hin^s. 

Apeace&ltrp down the lake Riding through tiie reflections of 
flie nwuntaios. Afier scouting around, I boated tai seasoned spruce 
stunp sections. Took a few extra in case I had a bad one ormade 
a wroi^ cut A few unusual looking rocks found their way into the 
canoe also. 

I had a good load. Tlis vms a chance to see the diffirence in 
traveling time between a loaded canoe and an enply one. One hour 
to the minute to m/ cabin site from the bwer end. I doubt if I have 
ever beaten that time, running empty. 

Just as I beached the canoe, I saw ruflBed water not fer 
behind. The hree2e brou^raia 

I was anxious to try making hit^. I saw a cabin once with 
some, but they were very crude. I worked the wood to sh^ with 
axe and drawimife. Now to saw the fork in the butt end. Forty- five 
minutes and 1 had half n^' hin^ made. Not bad. 

It was still raining wten I came back fiom a lunch of 
somdou^ pancake sandwiches of peanut butter and last summer's 
blueberry jelfy. 

Another tree made the other half of the hinge, and the next tree 
made a complete hin^. Two more to go, and the hinges will be 
ready to au^ holes for their pins. The hin^ will serve another 
purpose. Ihey are bng enough to serve as battens for holding flie 
door planks toother. 

It started to rain hard. While I waited the shower oul, I honed 
niy cutting tools to real fine ed^s. 

I checked the ^rdeii The peas are grabbing hold of the brush 
supports I stuck along the row tte otter day. 

m/uly 3rd A cool, danp momit^ with fog comir^ off the sbpe 



like the smoke fromrrar^ canpfires. 

I finished n^' hin^s. AD they reed now is the holes au^red 
for the pins. I can do that another time. No wind now, so it is 
peiiect for the tarpaper job. 

I lapped the tarred felt paper four to five inches. I need just 
one more strp twenty feet long. There's another roll in Spike's 
cabia I nxist admit the cabin boks better already with the start of a 
roof 

Tomorrow is flie Fourth. I should lake a Irp, but Babe might 
pick flie holiday to % ia I had better stick cbse to canp. 

m/ufy 4th. A big stack of sourdov^ ttns morning Hope Babe 
does come. I'm about out ofbacon and eggs, but I can do wifliout 

I got a twelve-inch arctic char on the trotKne. It will be flie 
main attraction fcr lunch. A chai; with a more satit^ sheen than a 
lake trout, is a cousin of the brook trouL 

I finished the tar- paper job on the roof first thing. If I on^ had 
the po^ethylene, I could have it all ready for the moss chunks cut 
ti'om tiie forest floor. 

I worked some more on the hinges, au^red the holes to take 
the seven-eightii-inch hit^ pins of spruce. I am anxbus to see how 
tiie door win bok and operate witii this forest hardware. 

No sign of Babe. Best to keep busy I need a woodshed so I 
sketehedaplanofit. Twelve feet by effect with the toilet on one 
end. I would build it on the order of a bg shelter, open in front, a 
^ble with only a narrow roof over the open fiiont to keep rain and 
snow ti'om blowing in I could set rr^? sawbuck under the overiiang. 

C'leared biush for the woodshed project. I would ha\e to cut 
some lo^, maybe twelve or so. 

Whitec^s raced abrg beside me as I paddled back to 
sipper. No lives bst at Twin Lakes tMs holiday. I wonder how 
mat^ died in the soufli 48? 

mJufy 5th. Clear and cold. My first thoii^ was the ^uds. 
There was frost on the leaves. I was sure they would turn black as 
soon as the Sim warmed them 

No plane and no roof covering. Might as well stert on the 
woodshed and toilet. I ™s surprised to find be just under the 
nxiss. Moss is certainty a wonderfiil insulation. 

I cut, haubd, and peeled ebvenb^ by nooa The sound of a 



plane intempted me. It was Ihe boss hunter coning the lake. 
Whs he brining a parly in this eax\y, or was it just sipp&s to store 

and make a tew repairs? 

The iTDsquitoes gi\e me a bad tiine alter hmch as I worked 
on the shed. Tomorrow I will use tte headnet. It is realty the best 
protection and not too bad to wear after an hour or so. 

My potato leaves have just a touch of brown. 

MJuly 6th. Where are the grayling at the mouth of Hope Creek? 
Not a strike this morning. 

Back to the woodshed project. Hewing and notehing 
most of flie day. I amnow six bgs hi^ I wore the headnet and had 
less trouble with flie insects except for one gettirg inside now and 
flien and wanting out, and boiincing around in fioit of ny Qes iiitil 
I had to mash it I wore two shirts, one with no sleeves, like a vest 
Even so, wten I bent over, the mosquitoes would wodc on back 
with their sharp needles. Come Septerrber I will be rid of fliem 

No Babe yet He nust be busy. 

wJuly 7th. Anodds-and-ends day. 

I put out a ^od- sized laundry to iJutter and snap in a warm 
wind. Did some inending. Wrote letters and tossed them into the 
pile ready to out on Babe"s express. Then a visit to the Twin 
Lakes' barbershop. That little Penn's Easy Trim is the best 
investment I have made for a bng time. 

I went to ny ertpty gas-can sippty and spent the afemoontin 
bending I turned out a disl5>ai^ a wash pan, eatii^ pans, and a 
shelf to put above ny bunk fiff toilet articles. 

I started to read a book that Babe had brou^t last time. 
Strang how the Bible has predicted so irany things that have coite 
to pass. And now the end is near, it says. I hope I have time to 
finish ny cabin 

wJnly 8th. Avoke at three. I could tear rain on the sod roo^ 
and tlie sky feucets realty have to be wide opento do that 

Blue sky by five o'cbck. The weather changes like a man's 

fortunes. 

I would build n^ woodshed four feet hi^ in back, sbpe the 
roof to an overall seven feet, then down to six feet on the short side. 



I found the tirber I needed, dropped it, Knted it, packed it in, and 
peeled it. All set for material now ejKept for roof poles. 

Caught a grayling and a lake trout in the last water riLshing into 
the lake from Hope Creek. 1 didn't gK'e them much tin^ to carry 
oa The be% dictates how sporting a man is gaing to be. 

mJuly 9th. On the job at six. Made good progress on the gable 
lo^, and finaify set the rid^ bg into place. Trimmed Ihe gables 
smooth from the ridge log to the eave log 
Need about thirty roof poles. 

I paddled across the still lake and Iblbwed the shoreline down 
bQsond Glacier Creek. As I gjided abng, I studied the cottonwood 
and wiDow belt just above tte spnix tinber and saw a bull moose 
bonmg black and hu^ out of the willow scrub. He was b^ and 
distinctive, one to watch for a^in 

When I beached the canoe and prowied abng the bed of 
Glacier Creek, I found two of the wttest and roundest boulders I 
have ever seen. 

They wei^ied between tliirt}' and tbrty pounds each. There 
were others, some smaller and some bigger, but these two were 
mates and moce perfect than all the rest. I had just the place for 
fliem I packed ftemback to the canoe, baded them ^nt^ into Ihe 
bow, and paddled home. They set off the lakeshore entrance of n^ 
gravel path just right, one on either side of it. I will call them "The 
Griz2fyEggs." 

mJufy 10th. I had the woodshed b^ ^teed on the beach 
when I heard the plane. Babe at last! I feft the poles high and dry 
and started the bng paddfe to the cabin. I met Babe vraDdi^ down 
the beach As usual he vms, in a hurry. I hoped I hadn't held himip. 

Foir dozen egg; this trip, a frill slab of bacon, soire candy 
bars, a big liea\y Stanley jackpbne dull and iust\' as siix but I could 
put it into shape and make the wood ribbons fly. No poty'eth^dene. 
Babe said he might return later in the evening on the way back fix)m 
a tr^ he had to make. I gave himflie outgaing mail anyway, and off 
he went A seventeen-and-a-half-inch lake trout on the trotline. 
Enoigh for conpar^. Babe didn't come back. 



mJuly 1 1 th. Cakn. Perfect water for hauling rry roof poles. 



On the way back to the cabin site with the heavify baded 
canoe, it started to raia I beached the canoe well up on solid 
ground. It was nice to have the tar-paper roof overhead. While the 
rain pattered, I sharpened the blade of the jack-plane and oiled it. 
Then I moved fog bench under the overhang and proceeded to 
irake shavings. All the boards I had r^ped for shelves, counter, 
and tabb had to be planed on both sides and the two ed^. Also 
the twD-ioch planks for the door. By the time I had finished, more 
shavit^ were piled up than I had ever made in a day before. I fitted 
the boards under the counter. The tabb will be ready to put 
toother as soon as the glue arrives. 

A li^ rain all afternoon. The mountains mist be dry because 
there is no sign of running water yet. 

A special treat for sipper. I pulled some of n^' green onions to 
spice ip the salad offirewed greens. 

K/uly 12th. Heavy fog. No danger of fiost today. 

I put on the door hin^s, first the top hinge, then a pknrb bob 
fi-om its center to the bottom one. I thinlc they are positfoned about 
right. I cut the door planks to length and rpped the last one to make 
tlK width right I sawed out and planed the door- stq) molding 

Streams are beginning to show on Ihe mountain sbpes. The 
lake is rising 

I fearthebbdjOTiesreaJty took a ii5)pingwifli the heavy fiost 
not so bng ago. I find some berries big and heaW^, but mai^' are 
ami and shriveled. Looks Hke a shorta^ of bliebeny pies this 
August and Septenber. 

Wluly 13th. About a do^ scoter ducks were bobbing on the 
rou^i lake this morning. 

A small char on the trotBne. In its stomach I found a hook I 
lost a few weeks back. Bin§t as siKei; it looked bettCT ten wten it 
was fost. 

I put the roof poles on the woodshed. Next comes the indoor 
plunting project The fiiont fiamewoit: is in place, just the ri^ 
height for comfort 

Sourdoi^ biscuits drenched with navy bean soip for sipper. 
There's a dish fit for ai^ walking nm 



mJufy 14th. Still beset with a sie^ of damp weather. This will 
be a day fia" inside chores. Fire i^) the smoker and give that big slab 
of bacon some more smoke. Letters to write, \\fork on the wolf 
track box. Put on a fresh kettle of navy beans to simmer the day 
away. 

In the afternoon I popped some com I accomplished yfAsX I 
had set out to do. A man needs a catch-up day now and then 

Whily I5lh. Still danp, with fog han^g low on the mountains. 
Spent the day on the constniction of the John, an important 
consideration in any new home. I made it big enough so that I could 
store a lialt- dozen empty gas cans. Materials to finish the front 
requii ed lots oftinx ripping boards from the last of 115'^ cabin bgg. 

m.}uly 1 6th. The sun migjit bum through the feg today. 
My day's woik cut out fer me. Build the fiont fecii^ fi>r the 
John. Smoothalllheboards with the big jack plane. Then the door 
sixty-four inches high and twCTly^five inches wide and not a board 
in the house. It wl take some i^ing to put out better than ten 
board feet. 

I had a log spotted in my firewood siqipfy, for five boards an 
inch thick with two slabs h& over. It was twelve o'clock \\hen I 
finished the last cut. Four boards would make the door and flie 
other one, cleats to hold it together. 

After lunch I trimmed the ed^ and planed the boards 
anooft. And there it was — door. About five hours and a bit 
more fiomihe bg to the finisted product Probabfy a thirty-dollar 
job at Alaskan vra^. I made the fiom a ^ can, three of 
them three and three-quarter inches wide, and they bok almost 
store-bought. And then the final touch— saw out the crescent— and 
the john door vras reaifyto hang. 

E./u/y 1 7th. Made the partitbn of poles between the john and 
the woodshed. Tbe charrber is now ready for serious ireditation 

A tragedy! Notches in peas, and son'E nipped ofi^jast 
above the g"ound. Three rom of them I'll bet tint snowshoe rabbit 
that hopped by the door the other day is the varmint. Probabty 
never tasted peas before in his life. That's aH I need around here — a 
gDurmet rabbit 



m/uly 18th. Higli cbuds moving fest fromlhe soufli. 
Fresh tracks of caribou and fe^inch wolf tracks in ihe gravel 
not My feet from new cabia Now wouldn't that haw been a 

sight? 

I built a stove stand and a solid sawbuck wMe big cotton 
clouds formed down country. 

The droning of a plane — Babe! In he came, to make the firct 
landing at n^ beach. I he^>ed him back the tail end of flie floats to 
rest on a spnxe pole laid along the grawL Then we tied her fist 
withaline. 

The gjtie from brother Jake. That spelled progress. Plenty of 
maiL StiE no po^tl^toe. ^^fell, I'll just wait it out Maybe next 
time it will come. 

Babe spotted peas. His eyes twinkled. "I Iflce rabbit better 
than peas anyway," he said. "Don't you?" He he^ed me finish the 
compai^' dessert, a can of fruit cocktai Ihen he was off for Lake 
Claric 

I spent the rest of the day reading mail and gWng boards and 
poles. I do believe the cabin is cfose to livable. 

That rabbit really Hkes peas. He has a rough time of it in flie 
winter, wtiat with ^nxes and fox ready to wajday him I realty don't 
need the peas. Let himhave them 

■./w/y 1 9th. Today started in a veiy ordinary way, yet it was to 
be ail extraordinary one. 

I canoed down to the cabin. It was a gaod feeling to slide into 
ny beach. 1 mounted tlie brackets tor tlK kitchen counter and was 
just putting the finishing touches on a chair wtien I heard an 
unfenfliar sound. I listaied and heard it ag^ia Then I realty cane to 
life. The sound could be onty one thing— wolves howlii^ They 
were on the hump. A bw deq) how4 ag9in and tiien one higher in 
piteh. The chair would have to wait I took off 14) the trail toward 
rr^ cabin fog grove. I should be able to see them from there. 

Sui^ty enou^ I saw two wolves in an easy lope coming 
down the trail oif the hinrp and thi"oii^i the scatteiing of small 
spruce. Suddenty they vanished. 1 fro^ and waited. Hiere they 
were again, going back ip the trail, now walking now breaking into 
asbwtrot 

WI5' didn't I brit^ rr^' scope? I decided to back and get it. 



I tlew through heavy brush and tirrber and had the scope all 
nxiLinted before ttey were haffiray vp the hump. It was a si^t: the 
big one ii^ with dark streaks on his back and sides, dark around 
his nuzzle, the other a tbuitli smaller and in shade. Hiey 
traveled with tails down, fong lanky, and bose with tte for 
bouncing on their backs. Then there were three — another big one 
speared. They stopped to smeD a squirrel burrow, and as they did, 
their tails lifled sb\^. I etched tiiran cliirb ip and ov^ the top. 
Afer iiearfy fify days of labor, it never real^ entered n^' rnind that I 
could take a day off As it turned out, I would today. 

Back at the cabin I picked up the saw I had flung to one side 
in n^ wild dash to get a bok at the wolves, intending to get back to 
work. I took one last peek tlirou^ tlie scope, though, and there no 
iTDre than 100 yards from wliere the wolves had clirrbed was a 
cow caribou. She was standing with her head down fi tting insects. 
Hiis seemed very Strang. 




^Dick at Spike's cabin. A lonesome aiira It needed someone to Ih'e in it. 




^Bmnned ttviit jilels, sourdough biscuits, and hone}' for /he JirsI fiy of ihe 
spring. 



slack of sourdough pancakes drilled with swiip and lopped with bacon. 




gathering of Doll sheep ewes browsing a high slope. 



^Dick and transportation beached on ihe !o\ 
the paddling and losing hims^ in ihe panorama. 



A AFelling and peeling the white spruce cabin logs. 



^Bedding the sideJbundaTion logs in the beach grax'el cabin sile. Soon the cabin 
ml! be born. 



k^NoTice how the notches fil snugly over the tops of the logs IkIow them, as if' 
fitsed. 




A^He uses a sharp axe to ei'en the picture window hoie. 




A The ecn'e logs complete the side walls. With the kitchen window and pidure 
window ait out, the strtictiire is now ready for the gohle ends to he framed. 



^M.ich Irimming fo do. The framework improves with a "haircut" of the 

aids. 



A ^Dick readies the roof poles for installation. 



hefilledin. TheseJiUers should be called "squirrel fruslrators." 




AA man-po\vered lumbermill. Ripping a hocod fix>m a log is a workout for the 
right arm. 




A/1 time-out with my chuble-edg&i beauty, pleased with vifhat has been 
accomplvihed. Chips tittemi like fallen leaves. Enjoyed thhJdng about wfctff / had 
done to make reality out of a dream. 




WChimney between purlin log aiid ridge pole rising around my collets ible flue 
form. 




AjV$' Dutch door works as slick as a door on a bank vault. Notice how the 
wooden hinges crc^ed from stumps extaid like battens over ihe planks. 




installing an organic roof firm the forest floor source. Sections will gtvw 
togd:hen Notice the /millions in the Afylar picture wifxinv and the driftwood sculptioe 
bdiindthe "panes T 




A77?e cabin nestles among spinces below snow-jiosted Crag Mdimlain. The 
beach needs attention. 

I baded iiiy camsra ^ar and started the trail to the hiinp. 
Just before reaching tlie top I saw a reddish object in tlie low brush 
ahead. The wolves liad made a kilL Tliere were tlie remains of a 
young cow. Hie three wolves had neai"^ devoured her. All that was 
left was tlie backbone pait of the nb ca^, part of one fiont 
slioulder, and inost of the neck. Hie lower pait of tlie liead to the 
top of the eyes was eaten away. The fower jaw bones were 
strpped clean Back sti'aps and ribs all cleaiKd, too. Hie skin was 
badfy tom and pulled down over tlie fiont leg as you would peel 
back a rubber ^ve. They had downed her My yards up the hiD 
and scattered paunch, skin, ai¥i lungs along the h'ail to where she 



now lay. 

Hie other caribou was nowiere to be seea Wandering if I 
would see the killers a^in, I fclbwed the trail hi^ above Hope 
Creek, through patches of wilditowers. Many for^t-me-noLs, wild 
^raniums, dwarf fireweed, paintbrush, and wild celery. The breeze 
was at back. 

As I topped a rid^ afong a dry msh, a wolf came vp from 
the other side, thirty or forty paces away. It vm the light-cofored 
one, starii^ at me head-oa She wiiirled and dropped over flie 
edge. I scrani)led forward to ^t a better look. She crossed a 
rocky slide and stopped on a g:assy place to bok back, tail down 
and head hi^ Then in a wink she was ^ne. 

I ™lked the trail to the mouth of the big basin befow the 
glacier, and sat down to glass the surrounding country. On a ^ssy 
slope was a big brown rock. Sometimes those big brown rocks 
move. I sipped out of rr^ pack, lay on rt^ stomach, and studied the 
spot throi^ the lenses. It moved. I saw a bear's head raise, his 
imzde tossing and testit^ the wind. Maybe I could get some 
pictures. 

By the time I clinted a steep pitch, the bear was dicing for 
squinels. I watched him chase a squirrel in a big circle. He sprawled 
on his belfy and worked at soinething held between Ms forepaws. 
All the time I was taking pictures. He luni)ered down by the noisy 
stream, vp throu^ a wiEow patch, and bobbed on over the skyline. 

The sun vras vrarm and there were no insects about. I nearfy 
fen asleq), Hmkii^ about vAat I had seen this day I could haw 
killed ihem all IlbDugltofthe season that would soon open, offlie 
men the season would bring to do just that. Kill, shake hands with 
the guide, and stand with hands in their pockets while he skitB out 
the hide or saws off the skull and antlers and perhaps a quarter or 
two of meat, not even bothoit^ to opeQ the carcass. The wolves 
had done a better job. 

While I was away, the rabbit chan^d his menu. He cleaned 
half a row of rutaba^. Bet he never tasted them before, either. 

mJuIv 20th. White frost on the potato leaves. They wilted a bit 
with the wamiing of tlie sua 

On the \ray back from the hunp last evening I packed some 
msat scr^s and the antlers and skull of the wol^kiHed caribou The 
canp robbers were busy i»w on the meat scraps. There was 



something the wolves overlooked. I sawed through the skuH to 
remove the antlers and there it was, the brains. I put fheminto a pan 
of salt water to soak and would have them for sipper. 

Put rny table top, counter top, counter fower shell^ and shelt" 
over the door toother, using half- inch plugs driven into the holes on 
the edges of the boards. Each plug was coated with glue. 

A surprise — Babe ag^ia He brou^ a couple g^ns of nails, 
spuds, onioiis, some fresh head lettuce, bananas, three pairs of 
parte, and still no po^^efl^tene. I hadn't ejq)ected Hm so soon I 
guess if you learn not to expect mxh, you won't be disappointed 
too often. 

After Babe left, the boss hunter made two trps ia Lots of 
traffic today at Twin Lakes. Must be the forecast of a big season. 
This evening the table and shelves are very solid. Mi^ty good 

Si^jper of caribou brains fried wilh com meal, e^, onbns, 
saU, and pepper in bacon grease. And sourdou^ biscuits, too. 
That's eatit^ high oflF the cariboii 

KJuly 2ht. Today will be known as the day of the g)lden 
sinrise. Fast-moving to^ cbuds sailing throu^ melted butter. A 
beautifiil si^ to wateh. I vm late havit^ my hotoakes and bacoa 

wJuly 22nd. Cbudy and stiH 
Two months now since I started the cabia Lots of nailii^ on 
flie roof poles today More finish woric on flie flmiture and the 
cabin irterior. Too windy for the roof job in the afiemoon 

wJuly 23rd. Cbuds moving at a good rate of speed out of flie 
southeast Avrarmbree2e. 

A day to hai^ the door. I checked and rechecked n^' hinges 
to see that they were in line. I put the door into the opening and 

festened the top and bottom hin^s. Swings good but squeaks a bit. 
Some soap will fix that. Now to festen nurrber two and three 
liinges. N'uirber three wasn't good erwu^i so I pried it off and 
planed tlie seating surface. That was about riglit so 1 daubed on 
some glue arxl nailed it iast. The door works quiet arxl easy, with all 
four hinges secui"e. I could leave it alone or cut it in two for a Dutch 
door, wdiich I had intended it to be. Let's cut her in two and see 



wliat happens. 

I pulled the hin^ pins, set the door on ed^ and sawed it 
nearfy throu^ Then I put it back, inserted the hinge pias and 
carefiilfy tiiiished the cut. I swimg it back. Happy day! Not perfect 
but plenty close tor rural work. Now I had a DiJtch door and a real 
fency-looking door at that. Wth soap on tie joints and pins, it is 
entirely silent. W^iks just as sKck as a door on a bank vault. I nust 
devise a lateh fcr it, not just buttons and hooks like a bam door. 

I cut n^ table legs to length, planed counter top and 
shelves, and gave the wtok woiks a coat of wnish. This layout is 
beginning to take shape. 

m/ufy 24th. Afier sipper last night I took ttie castir^ rod and 
flie % rod down to Hope Creek. The grajSng were feeding 
greedity, fins and tails swirling aH over the sirfece. A fish snapped 
the ^ fix)m the leader the very first cast. I didn't have another ^ 
with me so I switched to the casting rod and the battered old 
Siper-Duper lure dangling ti"om the end of it. Wliam — a hea\y 
strike in tlie fest waiter and the tip lioopled. Tlie tish darted this way 
and that until I linaify slid hini onto the stores, a handsome gra>1ing 
all a^itter with silver, purple, and blue. Seventeen and a qmrter 
inches bng enough for n^' needs. I watehed the gjajft^ feast on 
\^liat the current hroi^ them What a sight it would be to put on a 
wet suit and mask and visit the gmjding at their evening banquet 
down under. 

Flat caknthis morning and hi^i clouds. I give some thou^ to 
the fireplace I \ras g3ing to make. I liad just the log tor the irantel 
all picked out. It was weathered a sOver-gray color I lastened it to 
the wall with pegs so I can saw them ofi'when I gst ready to lay ip 
the rock. That will be an interesting project. 

Svpper was intempted by a bear I spotted foragjng on flie 
ipper Cowgill benches. As I ofen do, I had taken ny binoculars 
off the hook for an inspection of the sbpes and I cai#it up with the 
bear, not a big one. He looked like he ™s wearing a wig. His 
winter coat was loose, long and dangling from back and sides, and 
his new dark coat was trying to take over He pawed over some 
boulders that boimced down the slope arxi into the spruce tini)er 
Bumed n^ biscuits and wilted the fireweed salad but it was worth 
the price. 



mJu/y 25th. The camp robbers visited eaify. I di^ out some 
caribou scraps, and one of the birds fina% swooped in and grabbed 

one of themfromn^ fin^rs. 

I need more storage space in n^ cabin, something other than 
cans and boxes, like a cfoset bureau with doors on the front cfosing 
toward each other I spent tte day rqiping boards out of bgs. I 
made six hin^s out of g^s-can tin, then time ran out on me. I will 
finish it in the morning. 

I amnearty^ moved in now. 

Thou^t I would catch n^' sipper at the creek mouth before 
heading back to Spike's cabin A strike ri^t o^ but it got away 
and imst liave told eveiy fish in tlie pool about its narrow escape 
because I never got another touch. 

A warm evening and n^ sourdou^ pulfed 15) like balloons. 
U^andheavenfy. 

wJuly 26th. A good morning to paddle across the lake to my 
strai^t-pole patch. When will this pole business end? I need some 
tor n^' closet bureau and some to hold the moss down on flie 
woodshed roof 

I cut more poles than I needed Good straight poles are hantfy 
to have standing by. Back with the bad before nine o'cbck, and 
before bi^ I finished the cbset bureau started yesterday. Its 
sheh^ win hold bts of cblhes. Room for some small odds and 
ends, too. The doors open out, cbse toother, and stay shut tight 
with a twist of the wood cleat over their ed^s. 

Now I need a window. With half inch by half- inch nullbns I 
divided the window frame into nine pane sections. Storm window 
plastic was then anchored fest with masking tape on the outside of 
the nuttons. Handiwr^ ym similarfy taped on the inside and the air 
was trqjped between the layers. Presto — a poor man's 
tfaermopane. 

mJufy 27th. How clear it is through rr^ \y% window! All of a 
sudden the cabin has more character. 

I cBniDed the hump and filled a can with blueberries. Th^are 
at their best with raindrops on then% but I ergoyed ihem stirred for 
dessert this ewnit^ 

Just before I broke out of the tirrber, I staitled a nuther 
spruce grovise with about six youngsters the size of quail Such a 



hurtling in aD directions! She stayed on tte ground, however, 
pussyfooting on the carpet of moss and making low clucking sounds 
without opening her bill at alL Her throat feathers swelled as the fow 
somds carre out. 

1 spotted a little one balancing on a bou^ As I approacled, it 
squatted nervously, stretched its neck down befow tte level of its 
body, wobbled its head, teetered, crouched bwer, and stretched 
iHgtsr as if to say, "Hey, Ma, -what do I do now?" I backed away 
to avoid firther coirfusbn of the femi^. 

K/ufy 28th. My canp robber Iriend appeared at break&st and 
stole a snp of bacon ri^ out of plate as I sat in the doorvray. 
I nust say I rea% like n^' window. 

I took a charcoal stick and sketched the firq)lace chinney on 
the fogs, flien cut a big piece of cardboard to the pitoh of the roof 
and set it vp on top. I was pleased with how a chimney would look, 
and the moss on the roof will improve the wliole effect even more. 
Inside I tacked more cardboard under the bg mantel and drew a 
lirepkce on it. 

I nailed the molding in ti^ around rr^ window and plu^pd 
the cracks in the door with oakum Then I chinked the toilet end of 
the woodshed and packed in some gravel fiom the beach to cover 
the floor. 

Tomorrow I wiH make a lateh fi>r m/ Dutch door. 

mfuty 29th. The wind rattled throv^ the trees last night, and 
flie lake vras noisy. Cfouds coming fiomflie southeast this morning, 
a mile a minute. 

Ready to construct ny super door lateh. I would use a 
wooden disc with a lug on one side to enga^ in the door casit^ 
and a shaft squared to take the handles. 

Now 1 needed a lock. Any old housedog of a bear could push 
the handle down and open the door. I augered a hole throu^ the 
door, a third of its diametei; cuttir^ a noteh in the wooden disc. 
When the door handle was turned it et^aged the disc and the door 
was locked. I would like to see a bear try to %re it oul, but I 
si|)pose he would just soKe the problem by wping the door clean 
from the wooden Mages. 

A wild lake aH day. Whitec^s chasing each other. 



MJuly 30th. Last evening I went bbeberrying on the CowgiE 
benches. I found a gaod patch, and \\iien the can vras nearly fiiU, I 
noticed a movement across the creek. Something yellow and brown 
— a big bear and not 200 yards smay. While watching hin% I 
instinctive^ turned around to see if maybe something was watching 
ms. 

He was picking berries and really giving a demonstration, his 
big head swinging this way and that and bobbing up and down at 
the same time. Leaves and berries were being strqiped off with that 
long tongue. I iinished filling n^ can, then eased over to the ed^ of 
the creek bank and sat down for a cbser look. A breeze coming 
fromhimto me and the noise of the creek made the seat perfect I 
watched him eat his way into a gpove of cottonwoods on the steep 
side of the cai^^a It was afier ten o'clock wten I dropped down 
off the bench jmd wiilked through the spruce tinte wffli bears on 
rr^mind. 

A tin bending day. Made a water bucket, a wash pan, a 
disl^an, a flour pan, and stora^ cans. My cabin kitchen is shaping 

mJufy 31st. The last day of Jufy and I don't believe I saw new 
snow during the entire month. 

Today would be the day to set up the stove and do some 
more tin bending. I dug the stove out of a comer of Spike's cabia 
When I saw the old relic in good I almost chickeiKd out of the 
project It was the sorriest boking stove I ever saw. A half-inch 
^ abng the sides under flie top, one door hin^ iBStuck. I packed 
it down through the brush and put it on n^' stove stend. Then I put 
ip new stoveppe and made ready to touch it off 

First I packed a bucket of small rocks to put under tlie gi'ate, 
then gravel to fiE the grate. It would take a long tiine to get ashes 
enou^ to hoM a fire. I stuffed in some sliavings and some chps and 
struck a match. The flames grew out abng the sides under the top 
and I thought, "This will nercr do". And then the smoke found tte 
smoke stack and rr^ troiibles were over. In spite of its boks it did a 
fine job heati^ water. I was pleasant^ suq^ised. Now to make it 
bok professbnal I would need a Chinese hat for the top of flie 
chimney pipe, so I got busy with tools and tin and had oik on in 
short order. 

Founda way to getpaper andstbkumoffa^ caa Boil it in 



hot soapy water. Tlie label is on to stay, but it can't stand that 
treatiTEnt. 

I needed a big wooden spoon to dip hotcake batter onto the 
giddle. One spoonliil, one hotcake. In the woodpile I foimd scraps 
of stunp wood that boked suitable. It took no more than an hour 
to turn out a gaod-boking spooa I rwst make a wooden bowl or 
two later on 

Cool breeze and the insects are no problem today. 

Tomorrow is the b^ day. I will bad all n^' ranaining ^ar irto 
the canoe and paddle down to new home. A calm sea wl he|p 
for ftris voyage. 

uAugust 1st. The lake dead cahn A perfect moving day A 
camp robbei; visiting me forbreakfiist, came inside. I wQnda\^4iat 
his ran^ is? Wl he find me at the new cabin? 

I worked cbckwise around Spike's cabin, set out everything 
that I wanted to go, and packed it down to the beach. Then I 
cleaned up the cabin that had been home, scrubbed the counter, the 
shel£ and the woodwork of tlie stove stand. 1 glanced at Spike's 
sigji and v/as satisfied I had complied. Everything in order and 
better than I found it 

I loaded the canoe and paddled down to n^ new quartets. 
Everything found is place and there was bts of room for 
everything not a cluttered bok at all Some items to make, such as 
a knife holder to festen on the wal 

Suddenly it happened, the worst accident of n^' cabin building 
career. The piece of wood I was working turned, and I raked m/ 
thurrb with the new^ sharpened ripsaw. Blood ran all over the 
place. I hurried down and stuck n^ thuni) into the cold lake, 
wBtched the vrater turn fiom green to red, then doped up the gash, 
wrapped a rag around it, anchored it with a piece of tape, and went 
backto woric 

Bimed n^' sourdoughs a bit on the bottoin, but they were 
gDod airway. It will take a few trial runs to get used to n^ antique 
range. 

First ni^ on n^ new bunk. Five inches of foam rubber will 
make it just about ri^. I can hear Hope Creek real plaia That will 
be a pleasant sound to go to sleep by. 

The lake water is good, but now I pack it fiomHope Cr&k 
and I think there is none better that I haw ever tasted. I 1m to thick 



of tte high places it comes from 

I lit the Cobman lantern this ev^iing. Ahr^it, fiiendfy gbw in 
the wildemess, the vramlh of home. 

uAugi^t 2nd. Best sleq) in a bng time. The sound of flie 
wa\es l^ing the gm\el beach and the never-endit^ rusHe ofHope 
Creek until freeze- ip. No better sleeping pill. 

The stove did a fine job on tlie hotcakes tliis nioming and n^' 
wooden spoon is just ri^. Pertect-sized cakes eveiy tiii'E. 

I rtiLst have a stool outside to set thing; on when opening the 
door. A ten- inch slice from a twelve- inch- diameter bg, and legs 
augered into one side. Gave the a flare so the stt)ol won't tp 
sfken I step on it. Wt^ ix)t a coipb more thin slices from the bg 
and plane them smooth? Now I had place mats and hot pads to 
save plastic tabkcbth. 

That Babe! He landed and had things unbaded at Spike's 
cabin before I could ^t to him Wfe put the gar back into the plane 
and taxied down to beach. 

He'd brought the polyethylene at last, nxire tlian enou^ and 
plenty of gub. Also a packa^ from rr^ sister, Fbrence. 

I watohed Babe's eyes move with q)proval over the cabin 
walls. "A nice place," he said. "A real nice place." 

"Like heaven," 1 said. 

He just boked at me and sbwfy wag^ Hs head. 
I vrawd to him as he took off down country into the rainy fog, 
heading home. 

Good news. Spike and Hope want me to take the stove fiom 
their cabin Tliey will bring in another one soiTetime. In nothing flat I 
paddted down to gpt it. I took out some of the ashes before hauling 
it down, then out went that sorry-bokirg other monster, rocks, 
gjavel, and alL Some spikes into the top of n^? stove stand and flie 
old reliabb was soon in place. I scratched a mateh. She took off 
like a gut-shot cat A welcome sound, as webome as havit^ one's 
wife retum to fidl duty after an operation (I imagine). 

Tie biscuits puffid just right and baked to a turn. AH is 
gDit^ Wei Tomorrow I can work fidl time on the roof 

mAugust 3rd. Not the breath of a bree2e. Just the kind of day I 
need to put the potyefl^tene on flie roof Even the trace of a breeze 
makes it vrant to float. 



A few minor details in preparing tte fett paper, then I unrolled 
the potyethybne and tucked the ed^s to ^t at least foir 
thicknesses to tack throu^ and I festened her down. 

Next I buitt a carrying rack fcr the nnss. Made it out of poles 
in a fiame two feet by three feet. I filed the blade of m/ round- point 
shovel and I was ready hr the moss-cutting detail I had a ^od 
moss bed all picked out. I cut out rectangles about ei^een inches 
by thirty- six inches, and inches thick. Two clunks double- 
(fccked on the rack made a good bad. Once around the ed^ of 
the roof and the cabin took on a new bok. Before it seemed as 
though the windows were too cbse under the eaves, but the thick 
roof fij^ that now. 

By late afternoon 1 finished the lake side of the roof I ^t to 
thinking of bbeberries for dessert. Thirty- five minutes later m/ 
picking can was fijlL 

A beautifoL, still ewning. The cabin is beginning to bok as 
though it bebn^. 

wAugiist 4th. A surpiise last evening just as it was getting a bit 
on the dark side — Babe in the old Stinsoa As soon as the prop 
stopped, out he boinced fromhis little door up forward. 

"Man, am I ever tired," he said. "Been ^ing for ten hours. 
Moved the prospectors' canp to Farewel Moved everyfliing 
Conrn^ back it got so daric I couldn't see flie gas §a^, and flie 
last time I saw it, the needle was on the wrong side ofthe glass." 
He had some ^ cached here. He would stey the night and 
in the morning. 

I had tlie fire g3ing the next morning v/bea Babe said, "Sure 
don't take bng to stay all night here." 

Suspenders hanging. Babe washed \jp. I could hear him 
sputtering w^ter fiirough liis moustache. Afier hotcakes and bacon 
we haul«i tiie ^ that vras cached in fee brush and poured the foel 
irto the tank of the Stinson, vAnch looked like a Gre>tound bus 
compared to fiie T-Craft. Big doors, big windows, and room inside 
for fi\e fifiy-^llon barrels. 

The old gii"l was balky at first. She had made many starts 
yesterday. The 120 oil made her stifi" A priiner line had broken 
and, even after some repair work, still didn't prime too well Fina% 
she stuttered and shuddaed into life. I watched her taxi out into tte 
lake. She lifted easify; I wondered what they were thinking back in 



Port Abworth Babe didn't return last ni^. 

Back to the roof job. It seems I haw cleared two acres of 
moss and still the roof isn't covered. 

Hard to believe, but I have all the moss in place at last. The 
cabin sudden^ has even more character. This roof has he^ed more 
than any one thing to give the cabin a finished bok. Now for the 
poles to hold down the moss. Four poles on a side will bok better 
than three, I figure. 

Babe brought in some fresh groceries that needed 
refi'^ratioa I had dug down a foot into the moss yesterday and 
feimd fixjst Why not dig a hole and put in a ^s-can box, then use 
n^' moss-canying rack baded with moss for a cowr? I think that 
will do the job. I iUBt put the thermometer in there to find out flie 
tenperature. 

Cbuding up down country. May bring rain tomorrow. I'll 
never hear it with all the moss on the roof to deaden the drops wten 
they hit 

wAiigiis! 5th. No rain. 

I finisted mossing the woodshed roof Then I cut and notehed 
the poles to ky over the moss and festraed them down The 
woodshed is ix)w conplete and boks it 

I need more pofes for the cabin roof and also to make a bng 
ladder for a meat tree. Orty one place to find poles like that: the 
ipper end of the lake, a four-mile paddle each way. 

Found the poles easy enou^ Took me an hour and a half to 
paddle home against a light breeze. It was after nine before I got n^? 
sqpper dishes done. A real productive day. 

wAugust 6th. Clear and calm Almost too warm I would like 
to see some rain The waterfell across the lake is about to run dry. 

Today would be a small detail day. Window- closing liandles 
and latches. Hinges to make and put up a ten-inch by twelve-inch 
shelf on the wall for ny water bucket. Many wooden to 
replace nails to hang thin^ on The poles to peel that I hauled 
)«sterday. 

IHridt^ ahead for the winter season, I found three trees 
spaced about ri^ and put two green spruce poles in traction 
among them to get the proper curwd shi^K for sled runners in case 
I decided to build a sled. 



In and out of the cabin all day. A kettle of red beans on the 
fire. Put in bacon rind and bacon chunks and onions and all n^' 
fevorite seasonings. That's the kind of cooking to do in the 
wilderness, something tliat cooks \\Me you do something ebe and 
don't have to stand over. 

The Ihennometer in cooler box under the moss reads forty 
degrees. Under the rea% deep moss I am sire the temperature 
would read e\en bwer. And here it is cbse to e^Hy degrees 
today. 

uAugust 7th. Tte sun is ^tting up later. 

Lots of mountains to cliirb over befi)re it strikes the cabia 

Today I put the poles on the cabin roof to hold the moss in 
place until it grows together. I converted the ftree-legged stool to a 
foir-le^er. Anear 611 convinced me this had to be done. Then I 
built a three- shelf open rack for outside the door to set butter, 
blueberries, and such away fiom the heat of the cabin 

Realty warm today, too warm 1 ran a check on temperatures. 
Forty de^'ees in nr^' cooler box, sevenly-ei^t deg'ees in the cabin, 
ninety- lour degrees in the sun, and the lake water sixty-six degrees 
intheshaflows. That last reading realty surprised me, andlpromptty 
went for a swim The sur&ce water was almost comfortable, but I 
could feel the iciness that liiked just bebw. 

I ^ued corrugated cardboard to n^ wooden place mats. They 
bok rustic and are ^od insulatbn fcr hot pots. 

Small planes beginning to appear, %ing the peaks and those 
hi^ pastures looking for game. Tlie season will open on the tenth. 1 
wonder wliat tiiat meat costs a pound? 

Tbk is the warmest day I have ever seen here at the lakes. I 
didn't even build a fire. 

wAugiist 8th. Realty had a time here this afternoon 1 looked 
fi-om fetter-writing to chew on n^ pen end and peer down the 
lake through the b^ window. For a moment I thoi^ I was having 
hallucinatbas. Lots of motion and haie comes a brown bear n^ 
pafli. 

He was iwsit^ the gravel as he shuflaed toward me, ^tting 
bi^r all the time. He looked somswtiat small for a brown, but he 
would have been big for a black. Abnptty he stopped and flf)ped 
his lUEsfc at the wind cunents. I waited for him to wince as ttie 



man-scent stmck him, and bob with a crashing into tlie bmsh. 

No such reaction at all He just ani)led unconcerned past m/ 
big window in the direction of the rear of the cabia No ircre had 
he gone out of si^ when I heard sounds that brou^t me ri^ up 
out of the chair. That character was trying to clinl) up the comer of 
the cabin and onto n^ new roofl 

This would never do. I slid the .357 magnum from its holster 
on the wan and stq)ped out the door. No bear coidd I see on the 
roo^ so I yelled aixi touched off a round that ejqjbded like a 
thunderclap. 

It didn't have tlie expected result. Around the comer came the 
bear in foui-paw diwe. I scrani^led for the door, pulled it shut and 
gTpped a list down hard on the handle. The bear came slarrming 
a^iiist the planks. I fek his weight bulging the ipper door and teard 
the rake of his chws. 

What kind of a bear was this? Hie noises he was making 
didn't sound friendfy at all In feet, they sounded downr^ 
psych>palhic. His guttural coiiplaints trailed off and I knew he was 
moving away. Hiroi^ Ibe small window I watched him poke 
toward tl^ woodshed. He ejq^bred the area thorou^ily, standit^ 
on his hind le^, teetering and snuffling along the front eave. He was 
one curioLLS bmin. 

Was he going to try clini)ing up the woodshed? Maybe it 
would take the heavy artillery to scare him off I loaded the ought- 
six, opened the window, and rested the barrel on the sill Hien I 
turned bose a rebel ycH 

He nust have been a reincamatian of Jeb StierL He spun with 
unbelierable quickness and came on like the cavaiy. I drove a slug 
into tlie path in front of him, makirg the gravel % He put on the 
brakes, whirled in retreat, then stopped, rising to his fidl hei^^A. as if 
trying to peer beyond the cabin and solve the stran^ness 
there. Noisefessly he dropped to all fours with an almost fluid 
movement and was gane. 

Less than five minutes later, here he came from another 
direction, this time toward the fixnit of the cabin, stalking— sibnlfy 
and onmousty. 

I didn't like it at all There was an omeriness about him I could 
feel I couldn't have pets like this running around the place. The best 
thing to do would be to shoot him, skin him out, and write a letter to 
Fish and Game. 

He nust have picked up wamii^ vibrations. Off he weil in a 



sudden hjS, slinging his forepam in pigwn-toed strides until flie 
wilfowi cbsed behind him. I checked Ihe latch on n^ door and 
went back to n^ letter writing 

This evening I went on bear patrol No sigi of him Just 
passing throu^ I hope. I think Ik has headed out of the country I 
guess I made n^elf a pretty good door at that. One thing I can't 
understand thou^ If that character wanted in, how come he 
passed up the big window? 

Let's have some rain Every day I have been waterit^wtet is 
left of ny ^rden 

I need an outside bench. Some slabs from m/ board rpping 
operations are available. Well, \^iiat do you hxm about that? I gat 
carried away. That bench just gjw and grew into a small table and 
a rather handsorre one at that 

The top is fifteen inches by thir^two inches. It stends twerty- 
ei^ inches off the ground. 

Now for a general clean^) of the area. I moved all scr^ 
to the woodshed or under the trees nearby. Some I would be able 
to use so I kept them separate. I ft)und ore £)ur-inch-diameter log 
end that wasn't split, so I augered a one- and- a- halt- inch hole into 
one end, three inches deep, and planed it smooth. Then I cut the 
piece down to a three- and- three-quarter-inch lengfli. A dandy 
holder hr pens and pencils. 

I cut the brush under ny cbthesline and raked ip two buckets 
of wood chps. Now the cabin boks landscaped. 

A good day, like all days, at Twin Lakes. 

wAugiLst 9th. No sign of that psycho in the fijr coat Ife's fir 

away, I hope. 

Heavy gray cbuds. brir^ some raia The lake is rising 
sli^itty. IVfejst be the warm weather has been actir^ on the 
snowfieldsintheh^mourtains. Nos^of^meatalL Strang I 
don't see a caribou on the sbpes now and thea 

While cuMrating the ^rden, I rolled out a potato the size of a 
walnut. The green onbns look respectable. The crops to grow at 
Twin Lakes are rhubarb, potatoes, lettuce, green onbns, and 
radishes. 

I have decided that no more ch^s and sawdust will be made 
infiontofthe cabin I scrq)ed the entire area slick and clean and 
dressed it proper^ with a new coat ofbeach graveL 



Fishing at the mouth of Hope Creek has been poor. Where 
liave tlie fish gane? 

The wind is strong this evening, and the lake is chumii^ as if it 
wants to turn itself bose. 

uAugust 10th. Gray cbuds racit^ across Hie sky. This nxist be 

a real blow on the Gulf of Alaska. 

Today, among other things, I'd build a buteher's bfock fcr 
outside the door. A ten- inch length of eleven- inch- diameter log with 
three legs. 1 finished it in short order. Then fi'om the same log I 
sliced off two five- eighths- inch slabs cut on a diaganal and planed 
them to bring out the grain and the gre)wHi rings. They will make 
proper decorations for the watt or flie fireplace manteL I coated 
tfaemwith clear shellac. I shellacked n^plaster wolf track, too. 

The rest ofthemomit^ I spent sn)pfying wood for the stove. I 
sawed vsp pob ends and short sectbns of bgs left over fiom the 
building pro-am 

After lunch I bucked up a tree tiiat had bfown across the trail 
last winter. 1 packed in tlie log sections and chopped up the Krrbs 
into stove lengths. Sharp tools malce wood cutting a pleasure. 

I am gettit^ hin^ry fcr a fish. Decided in late afternoon I 
would have to catch one. Afer many casts beyond the gravel bar at 
flie mouth of Hope Creek, I was onto a fish. I woiked him easy, fcr 
I was fish hut^ and didn't want to bse the gra>^ing. A rock on the 
head stopped his flopping His cobrs feded quicker than a sunset I 
could see him browning in the pan as I dressed him out and bft his 
entrails for the birds. 

Picked some blueberries but found veiy few cranberries. 

wAugust lllh. Abig caribou bull on the CowgiD Bench, \fety 
dark, with his cape starting to whiten and the velvet graying on his 
antlers. The insects were giving him fits. 

The canp robbers have stiU not come to the cabin 
Stayed cbse to home today The boss hunter has brought 
hunters. Two-te^d aninials will be prowling the hilLs for a spelL 

wAugiist 1 2th. The spruce bou^s are glistening with raindrops. 
Tlie land had a bath last ni^. 

Calm after the big bbw of )*esterday. I decided to take a tqp 



down to the lower end of the lake. I could use a fish or two. 

An easy paddle down. An arctic tern sliced above, hovering to 
look over, his breast picking ip a pale blue cast fixim the water. 
Rags of fog are strewn about tiie hi^ peaks. I pulled the canoe 
hi^ on the ^avel of the lower end. Fish were breaking. One that 
looked two feet fong rolled on the surfece. If I could on^ sink a 
hook into that one — but no luck after many casts. To make matters 
worse, the breeze vm conmgip strong and down the lake at that 
One last try. I let the lure sink way down and twitohed it tow^ 
me. Wham! A heavy fish but not nuchfi^t. More cobr than I have 
ever seen in a lake trout. Bri^ yelbw fins and belfy, big lemon 
spots against gray-g-een sides. This one should break rr^ record of 
nineteen inches. I had n^ fish but now I was in ti"oiible. Whitecaps 
all over tte place and that seventh wave a big one. I could leave the 
canoe tied to the brush and hi^ on the beach and then -waik the 
three miles back, or give it a try. 

I shoved the canoe out into the wind, crouched bw withknees 
spread a^nst the bottom It was a battle. I final^ made it to a bi^ 
in the shoreline near Low Pass Creek, and it was a relief to ^ 
behind the steep beach out of the wind. I slid tte canoe into the 
shaDow^, tied her fest, and gor^d n^elf in a blueberry patch. 

Still bfowing I tied one end of n^ fong line to the bow and the 
other end about two-thirds of the way back toward the stem. 
Holding the line in the middle, I kept adjusting until the bow of the 
canoe was fertherfiom shore than the stem, and started walking the 
beach. It woriced real well for a time, until it got broadside to the 
wind and was bfown ashore. Then I got in to paddle to the next 
lavorable section of towing beach. 

I was getting home, but it was a sbw process. I g3t sfowed 
down even more when I hit a section of no beach and big boulders. 
I took to the open water and battled n^ way. As I passed the boss 
hunter's cabin, I saw something hanging on the meat pole, with 
birds %ing around it. The fi-esh meat boked like a fix)nt quarter. No 
other sign of life around the cabin 

By the time I made n^' beach, I had had a workout My trout 
measur^ nineteen inches on (he nose. It was a female baded with 
e^. I filed them in bacon grease with fots of com meal, a dose of 
Tabasco sauce, some poultry seasoning, salt, and pepper. When 
the eggs got hot, they comnenced to pop like popcom and flew 
every whkh way when I lifed the Bd covering the pan Ihey were 
diffident 



uAugust 13th. It could rain today wifliout too imchttoubk. 

I made a paper-towel rack out of some spruce stock. Two 
end pieces sipported a dowel that could be easity rerno\«d. Next I 
made a curtain rod out of a skinny piece of drifiwood and hung the 
burlap curtains sister Fbrence had sent. 

Clean vp m/ beach — that was a job that needed doing. I 
wanted to make it a beach that a pilot would enjoy coming into. I 
piled the driftwood in one pile, the rocks and boulders in another, 
and waded out to pick the lar^ stones ftom the bottom to pile them 
also. When I finisted, I was sure I had the best plane-landing place 
in both lakes. 

A heavy fish splashed just out fiom Ihe cabia Bsvc the 
sockeyes anwed? I niLst watch tor tliem 

A little later 1 looked up from applying a coat of Varathane on 
iry llimiture to see a scarbt feh with a ^een head slice throu^ a 
wave. It is tte end of a bng journey for them They wiH spawn and 
die. Iheiresc^e from the can is a wiy brief reprieve. 

Ihis evraiing I sat on n^f driftwood pile admiring cabia 
Pale blue wood smoke rose vp throu^ the daik boughs of the 
spruce, and beyond, fooming hi^ and majestic, the jagged peak of 
Crag Mountain The cabin was conpbte now except for the 
fireplace and, maybe later on, a cache on poles. It was a ^od 
feeling just sitting and reflecting, a proud inner feeling of something I 
had created with n^' own hands. I don't think I have ever 
acconplidied ai^lhing as satisfying in 11^ entire life. 



CHAPTER THREE 



^Camp Meat 



uAugust 27th. A fiosly momiiig. 

I picked ip two rams in the spotting scope. They were feeding 
on a grassy bench hi^ above Glacier Creek, at the base of a rock 
sBde. Suddenly five more rams appeared, big curved horns a^inst 
the blue sky. It wasn't long betbre I heard an outboard niDtor, arxl 
there droning toward Glacier Creek in a small boat were two 
hjnters. Other eyes had been watcliing those ranB, too. 

This would bear watching I could use some sheep meat, and 
if those boys made a kl that high, ihey would surely leave most 
offhemeatonthemounfaia I watched them beach, Mulder their 
packboards, sling their rifles, and head ip the stor^ creek bed. 
They were oif on a search- and-destroy mission 

From time to tiine I checked the hunters through the big lens. 
They were making \'er\' slow progress. Tlie big rams were dropping 
down bwer, a string of white dots on the thread of a trail I almost 
wished I could warn them 

I decided to pick a can of blieberries wMe w^ting fer flie 
main event, so I packed flie ispotting scope and trpod ip to flie 
hjmp behind the cabia Piddt^ had b€Kn sfow, and just as I 
discovered a patch baded with lai^ berries, I heard shots rolling 
down fi"om the high places. Six shots, one echoing on the heels of 
the other, niey rrust have been shootir^ at extreme range hopit^ 
for a hit. I saw five sheep traiKi:^ across the mouotaia There had 
been seven 

I picked ip the hunters on the rock sBde. I saw one ram 
tunbling down the steqp incline. The rwa. started another on its 
way, over and over, le^ flailing the air. When the rams stopped, flie 
hjnters worked down to wtere the wiiite bbbs lay and started 
them rolling a^in 

What a way to treat a set of horns and cape, not to mention 
the ineat. Finalfy tte bodies came to rest on a stretch of level 
grovrnd. The hoys decided this would be the butchering place and 
went at it. I concentrated on ihe berry patoh. I knew where to find 
some sheep meat in the morning. 

Back at the cabin in late afemoon I glanced into the spotting 



scope at intervals to see how the hunters were doing. Hiey were 
coning down with heavy bads, stopping to rest often Hiey will 
remeni>er that trp up and down the mountain for a bng time. 

About seven o'cbck the outboai'd stalled 141, and two very 
tired men were onty^ the width of the lake avroy from calling it a day. 

mAugust 28th. Cbar and frosty at 4:30 a.m. At 5:45 I 
eniaiked on Operation Sheep Meat. Flour sacks, meat saw, and 
packboard were baded into the canoe. On the trp across, the sun 
didn't strike me until I turned the canoe bottom i|) on the gravel 
beach. 

At 6:40 I took off i|) the creek. I fblbwed ^me trails and 
beat flie brush toward the steep cottonwood-covened sbpe. The 
cottonwoods were nearfy all of one si^ and as stra^ as telephone 
poles. High ferns, hyinish cranberries, and fireweed, but none of it 
blooming now. The blue sky showed throi^ the branches. A part 
of living has got to be clini^ing throu^ a grove of cottonwoods 
when the leaves are shivering in gald. 

The wind bfew cold from the ^cier, and patehes of fog 
poured down as I neared the end of the cBni. 

I found the two rams tying about twCTty yards q)art More 
meat had been takm than I figured, but neiflier of the carcasses had 
b^ opened. I dressed them both out and couldn't find ai^Hmg 
wroi^ with the nieat Tlie cold mounfain ^ had kept it chilled. 

I made ip a load of two fix)nt quarters, the tenderbins, the 
libs, neck, and soite pieces of sheepskia I sawed oft" two of the 
feet, just to have, and tucked them into the bad. Then I sat down 
witli 11^ back to it, worked iry arms into the sti^aps, and slru^d 
the heavy pack to rr^ shoulders. I rose to rr^ feet and, with n^' 
walking stick, picked ny way toward home. 

Whitec^s were on the lake wten I reached the canoe. Wl^' 
is it that the wind always bbws flie lake I nxist cross it 
goit^ down? They were b^ swells, too. I rementoer n^ commercial 
fishing da}^. Before a bbw, the big swells came. 

I was haltway across the lake before the bree^ picked ip, 
and by the time I reached n^' beach the wind vras blasting. Had I 
been another fifteen minutes later I would have been hunting for a 
hole. 

I sorted the meat and hut^ it h^ fiomthe branch of a tree. I 
fleshed out flie two pieces of Hde and soaked the bbod fitraiflie 



wWe hair. Then I prepared the ribs for sipper. They were flavorfii], 
but I was sure of one thing; The big ram they came fiom had 
roamed the mountains for a bng time. 

uAugust 29th. Today I would smoke the sheep meat. 

The other day I had passed the boss huiSer's canp. I saw six 
quarters of meat hanging uncovered from the meat pole. At forty 
feet the stench came to me. The woK^s had done a better job. My 
rreat would be proper^ cared for. 

I set a big tripod of poles over the snxike tunnel outlet, 
king the entire batch of meat in the teepee, covered the structure 
witli the heavy plastic, and toudied off a fire at the other end. I 
lieaped the fire with dead cottonwood and peeled alder. Soon the 
smoke vras pouring fix)m the tunnel outlet, and the neat inside the 
plastic tent was lost in the vapor. 

Diig tliree Mis of spuds today. Not record breakers for size 
but tliev had real snxiotli skins. 

I niisl add an accessoiy to the john. That rascal of a spruce 
squiiTcl jvLst went befsedc witli a small roll of toilet paper. He 
packed it off with him and bannered it vsp and down and over the 
bougte. What a mess! will have no more of that The toilet 
paper is now stuck on the spruce peg as usual, but it is c^ped with 
a coffie caa Let's see if the little scanp can%jre flmt one out 

While transferring n^' meat fiom the smoka back to the meat 
tree, I noticed an occasbnal sockeye salmon break water. A pretty 
sight, those bri^ red fish arcing in the sun a^inst tie g'een water. 
Lots of milea^ on them since they entered the fresh vrater. They 
struggled a^iast the currents of the Mufchatna and flie 
Chilikadrotna and finalfy into the Twins. 

I covered the meat with a poncho and stored flie ladder. Now 
the meat should be able to take it if there is a rise in tenperature. 

^September 6th. For some time now I had n^ plans for the 
fireplace drawn ly, and they looked satisfectory ^sterday Babe 
came in with the b^ Stinson and brought, among other thin^, six 
sacks of cement, a ^rdenhoe, and an enp^ fify-gaDon drun^ but 
no lime. Without it the morter night not stick well to the stone. That 
bothered me but I will go ahead with construction ar^'w^y I hope 
there will be enough cen:ent. 

A femibar sound rained down fix)m the sky this momit^ as I 



was picking blueberries i]p on tlie benches. I boked \jp and Ihere 
they were, beating their way tip country against Ihe wind — about 
forty big g"ay, black- necked honkers. 

This would be the morning to start the fireplace. I had been 
packing flat stones from the bed of Hope Creek for the past few 
days. These would be for the base. Hie si^ of those ^ese made 
me even more anxbus to get the project under way. 

First thing, I would need a tub in winch to nix mortar. That's 
wiiere the fi%-galbn drum made its contributba VMi a wide 
Sears chisel, I cut the drum in two. Such a racket! The ed^s of the 
tub were rolled and hammered flat. Hie ^rden hae conpleted the 
kit. Next a good ^s-can carrier to pack the rocks and mortar ia I 
cut a can lengthwise a ^nerous six inches deep, then feshioned 
a cradle of li^ poles with rug^d handles. I set the ^s-can tub into 
this and nailed it fest. Result — a sturdy rig. 

After checkirg rr^ plan sewral times, I mariced the for 
cutting I almost hated tte thoi^ of cutting into those cabin bgs 
that I had fitted with such care, but it had to be done. 

I transferred rr^' rock pfle fiomthe beach ip to the back of the 
cabin, the cobr&l rocks laid out side by side so I could see them 
individual^, the rest in two piles, one on each side of the fireplace 
location 

I dug out for the base, alfowing for lots of rock in a solid 
footing to eliminate danger of it tq^ping in time or settling. 

Tomorrow I will see the hole cut and some stone put into 
place. I'mnot sure how it will go without the lime. 

wScptember 7th. Tenperatm^ forty-three degrees at 4:30 A.M. 

The lake ™s moon still A good morning to haul some sand. 
Up at the poirt was a good sippfy, two grades, fine and coarse. I 
baded two gas-can boxes, vftf new carrier, and two gas-can 
buckets into the canoe and paddled throu^ the thin fog I could see 
tracks of caribou at the water's ed^. 

Four bads of sand. That was enoi^ for a start. I won't cut 
that hole in the back of tlK cabin too hi^ until I find out how this 
rock laying is ^ing to go. I took out sectbns fi"om the two bottom 
logi. That ^ve ive. plenty of room to lay the base. Took out some 
rock and dirt on the outside and I was ready for mortar. Three 
shovels of fine sand, two of coarse, and one healing shovelfiil of 
cemerit, just about the right anwurit for a good mix. I dumped aJl flie 



rock I could get into the six-inch-deep, four-foot by five- foot area. 
I used flat rocks on that part of tte base extending inside the cabia 
Wlien the base was finished, I had used less than a sack of cement. 

The yelbw colors on the slopes of Falls Mountain are realty 
budding ip now. Those are mostly cottonwoods. They seem to 
prefer the sun-warmed sbpes. 

mSeptemher 8th. A white fixjst and a li^ crust on the sand of 
the beach. A trace of new snow on the peaks. 

I hauled three bads of sand whOe tlie lake was still 1 am not 
overly h^py with n^ cement. I have to screen it and then break ip 
the hard Imps. I hesiteted to take out more bgs. Let's see how tte 
outside rocks stack vp first. 

I spent the day on the outside. Finished the sack of cement I 
opened yesterday and not qinte half of the second one today. The 
chimney is a good twelve inches h^ and nine inches thick. I 
cleaned ipthejoints around the rocks. So fer so good. Wll it stand 
the test of time? 

There was lots of thing acti\it\' at the boss hunter's cabin and 
at the rough landing strp at the lead of the lake. 

The yeDow cobcs across the lake are even brigliter tliis 
afternoon, and with a dead-calm lake the reflections are a delight to 
see. 

Ram stew sopped ip with sourdough biscuits is mighty good 
eating 

mSq}tember 9th. The fine weaflier continues. I appreciate it. 
I took the plunge today. I cut the other five bgs out of the 

back of tlK cabin and let the sun shine in I sawed the opening the 
M forty-eight inches wide and then made two splines, one for each 
side of the opening, and drove a twent\'-penny nail throng the 
spline and into each log end. Tlie splines will be imbedded in the 
mortar. Nine- inch jambs — an opening thirty inclKS across, twenty- 
six inches hi^ and twenty- four inches deep. 

A picture-perfect day to work. Big, puflty wtte cbuds in a 
blue sky. The sbpes goldai in the sua 

This evening n^ irqjlace stands fourteen inches above the 
base all the vray around. About anotlier ten or twelve inches in 
fi'ont, and I will be ready for the arch of the opening. 

Much shooting over at the boss hjnter's cabia Aknost as if 



son^one had missed a g)od shot because his si^s were haywire, 
arxl he was making sure it wouldn't happen a second time. 

In the late aftemoon I paddled out on the still lake to see the 
reflection of rr^ cabia When the sun is low, it is as if the cabin is 
being spotted with a wry bri^ floodli^. I am anxbus to ^t that 
fireplace chiimey abow llie roo£ Then I will build a smoky fire and 
take a picture of the action fiom out here. 

wSeptemher lOth. Such weather I have never seen. Frosty and 
clear, witli everything in extra-sharp tbcus. I should make gpod time 
today. No sand to haul, no bgs to cut, no meat to cook, plenty of 
ram stew left and grttmg better an the time. 

The fireplace now stands twenty-four inches behind and 
twenty- two in fi-onL I mist build the arch over the opening and then 
on to fill the opening. Nineteen inches to g3 and the hole in the 
back of the cabin will be plu^d. At present I have a snug- fitting 
arrangerrent of corrupted cardboard that I wedge into the opening 
to shut out the cold air at night. I've used two sacks of cement and 
a tliird is gone irom sack nuni)er three. If five sacks ^ me started 
up the chimney, I will be happy. 

wSeptember 11th. Tertperature twenty-nine deg^es and 
warning. Lake water at forty- four de^es. 

Today is the day to build the arch. I had given a lot of thougji 
as to how it can be done wildemess- style. I took one of the bigger 
bg sections I had cut fiom (he opening and bucked off a thirty-inch 
length, the width of the fireplace opening I mariced one side grid- 
feshbn, lines one-halfinch between lengthwise, and lines two inches 
apart ip and dowa Then I drove two naib, one in the center of flie 
top line, the other ei^ inches away and toward the end on the 
second lire. 

Next I hooked the one-man cross cut sawblade at the handle 
under the outboard nail, and over the center nail I pulled the end of 
the saw dowttuntilit touched the bottom line. I traced a pencil line 
abi^ the curve formed by the sawblade a^inst the I moved 
the outboard nail to the other side of the c&rier nail and repeated 
the procedure. 

The result yms a three- inch arch in a thirty- inch length. I 
roughed the bg to the line witli ax and then finislied it oft' with 
the jack plane. Next I flattened the ends on the underside to sit on 



posts I had cut fromb^. I set Ihe arch in place and spiked it to flie 
posts, nien I braced and wedged themt^ and covered Ihe arch 
with a piece of plastic. 

Stones to outline the arch were on hand. The center one, pale 
oran^ and about four inches square, I had found on Emerson 
Creek. The rest were rou^ify rectangular. I mixed rich mortar, and 
by eleven o'cbck I had n^ fece stones in place and some filled in 
behind. I was quite happy with the way it turned out, so I decided 
to let it set Ihe rest of the day and work on the back side. 

I am starting to close in on all four sides to the throat and 
smoke shelf Once past that point the chimney should clint at a 
rapid rate. I still have thi^e and a third sacks of cement, wliich 
should be plenty. 

I watcted a Si^ercub land in some rou^ water, then take off 
a tew minutes later in a shower of spray A pretty feir pflot I would 
say. Tmh^py he can't land 14) where the big rams are. 

After supper I gathered more rocks of special shapes and 
sizes urtil it was too daric to see. 

uSeptember 12th. An overcast cutting off tie tops of the 
mountains. The fiiost gives them a ghostfy bok. 

I had no idea there are so mai^ rocks in a small fireplace. 
About sevenly^five percent of them (ton't seem to fit until just Ihe 
right situation tims ^xp. One in particular I tried a do:^ times 
before, and today it fell into place as if it ™s made for the spot. 

Another row of stones above the arch is completed and liEed 
in behind. That makes it a good six inches thick. I am taking it sbw 
oil the li"ont side to let it set up properly. Fin using a stronger 
mixture there, too. All iry stones in tte front of tte fireplace have 
been collected in my travels ip and down both lakes, the high 
country and the bw, so they are representative of the entire area. 

I'm just about ready now to stert forming flie smoke shel^ and 
nearfy have Ihe sides pidled in to the point where the cMnmey wiH 
straight ip. It shouldn't take bi^ after that Three sacks of 
cement are gone. One more should get me to the chimney. 

Building ffiis fireplace has been just as interesting as building 
the cabin, and it will take me about as bng as the heavy bg work 
on tte cabin, ten da>s. 

It vras real cool woridt^ bare-handed. I didn't Ihirik I could 
do the points aswell with ret/ old rubber woric gbves on yfy 



lingertips are worn thin and tender. I g^ve the old gbws a try a^in 
later on, and this evening m/ hands feel better because I did. 

I will need more fine sand from the point tomoirow. I hope the 
lake flattens tor the \np. Today I found the last half of Ihe sack of 
cement not caked, wliich worked nxch better. 

Several planes came in and bft today. I think the hunters are 
pulling out. Soon just the Man Upstairs and I will be ninning this big 
comtiy again, and the ^me will move back ia 

mSeptemhcr I5ih. Tliii-t>'-two degrees at dawa The mountains 
down country are white. Breezing ip. 

A box of very coarse beach grawl lhat wet last night was 
fiozea Wheal wait to miKii^' second batoh of mortar, I noticed a 
few stray gobs of concrete in the tub were fix)2en 

I finished another course of rocks over ihe arch. Then I pulled 
the hearth in gradual^ to chimney size. 

I tried something new that works very well I packed in some 
coarse beach gravel, and when filling in between the inner and outer 
waD, I troweled in some mortar, dumped in as much gravel as it 
would stand, and puddled it in with a stick to settle it. I am now 
down to the reqirired eighteen inches for widlfa and staitit^ the 
smoke sheK 

The fitmt side is coming 15) to pass flie smoke sheK Now five 
inches betweenihe two sides. 

One more course of stones inside wiH plug the opening. I had 
ftougll of a stone mantel, but as yet I haven't seen ai^ suitable 
stone. I may insert some three- and- one- half- inch pe^ throu^ the 
top course of stones and then rip a hea\y slab from a gaod bg. 
Hien m plane tte top of it and Varathane it as well as the tace of 
the entire fireplace. 

Tomorrow, weather permitting, I will be starting up with the 
(^mrcy. Roi^ seas today. No chance to ^ sand. 

mSq)tember 14th. Twenly-eight degrees. Clear and fiosty. 
The beach gravel next to the wata- was frozen hard as a rock, 
stones were covered with fiiost The lake was calm so I hauled 
a bad of fine sand from the point. When the sun came out fix>m 
behind Crag Mountain, it warmed ip the fireplace locatbn. 

Cbuds are moving in like ti'oops rushing to the front. I was 
just starting the straight sides of the clmmey wten it started to 



snow, flakes as big as gaose feathers, but it qiickfy turned to rain. 

I still had the fece of the lireplace to finish, so I worked inside 
the cabia I spaced imntel pe^ and mortared them in. Then I 
put in a row of small stufi:"to level it off All the fece needed now 
was to have the concrete stain removed. I wish I knew what the 
stone masons use. An acid of some sort, I believe. I had a little nud 
left, so I worked outside in the rain to use it ip. 

I tidied up the inside and scratched amy the bose moitar 
fitmithe seams with a bent nail Then I took the braces and wedges 
away fi'om the sipports under the arch. I was tempted to remove 
the wooden arch conpletely because the first two seams above it 
were very hard. Finally I decided I had better leave it there until I 
conpleted the chimney 

I'd tad a kettb of wW:e beans on tte stove all day, seasoned 
wtth everything in the cabin I tossed in onions, potatoes, carrots, 
bacon and even chunks of the mountain rarr^ then a tablespoon of 
fioir mixed with cold \rater. Aregular old Midwestem bean soup 
to keep the sourdoi^ biscuits compai^. 

Fall cobrs are feding fest BliKbeny leaves fell avray at flie 
touch now. I rmst have one more good picking sessioa 

mSeptember 15th. A feint trace of blue sky. My canp robber 
fiiend joined me fijr b-eakfest 

Today I finished flie chimney throat and pulled in flie sides to 
g3 ip strai^ between the rid^ bg and the purlin bg While I 
worked over the opening I could feel the waim air rising. That's a 
good si^ 

Fifty inches of chirmey to build now, and it should be 
complete. One problem — have no flue ppe. I nust build a 
coD^sible ferm to act like one. If I hin^ it with ^-can tin on the 
feir sides, I can keep removing and raising it Spacers will hold it in 
flie rectai^]ular position again It will be a fester operation, and a 
form on the inside wl make the smooth surfece necessary for 
proper smoke flow. 

My rock sippfy is holding ip better than I e?q3ected. It boks 
as thoughl will haw rocks to sell after I am finished 

MSeptember 16th. Twenty-ei^ de^es and the stars out. 
While waiting for it to w^m ip, I would build rry collapsible 
form It required six panels of gas-can box and ei^iteen hit^es for 



all four comers and the center of sides aixl ends. I kix)ck the 
spacers out that hold it ejqianded, and it will contract enough so that 
it can be ffied and raised for the next sectioa Too bad there will be 
only two Ms to conplete the chiimey. Ten-lhirty befbre I got the 
fool contraption conpleted. 

It was warm working in the sun, which finalfy had the whole 
sky to itseK The mountains were a blazing white against the blue. 

I still had considerable form material and braces inside the 
smoke shelf and throat I may have to bum Ihem out My 
collapsible form sitting on top of all this just clears the roof on the 
under side. 

I have changed the mortar mix to five-to-one and am getting 
better mortar than at four-to-one. Sifting the cement fhrou^ screen 
wire he^s considerab^. 

WMe I was working today, the canp robber swooped out of 
the trees and perched on n^ shoulder. I turned rr^ head sbwty; He 
was within inches ofn^^fece. "[ think we'll ^abng fine," I said. I 
gave him a chmk of meat scrap, and he was gone fcr the day. 

Wfell, I just couldn't put it off ar^ br^n I got the Swede saw 
and sawed the posts fi"om under the arch sipport but it still stuck 
there. I tapped it with the hammer until it broke bose. I had 
covered the wooden sipport with a piece of plastic, and the arch 
was smooth as glass on the underside. 

Last M from offihore in the canoe, I visualized a cabin on this 
spot. I could see in detail just how it would bok. The fireplace has 
turned out the same, just as I pictured it If I canonfygetiidofthat 
cement stain! Last evenir^ I tried a Bttie vinegai^ and it did more 
good than aH n^ scrubbing with water. 

mSeptcmhcr 1 7th. A frosty morning at twenty-three degrees. 
Thirty-live degrees in n^ cooler box. Lake w^ter at forty-two 
degrees. Much vapor in the vicinity of the connecting stream Looks 
like a high-rise hot spring. 

Today I was ready for a chimney with no flares, curves, or 
whatever. WMe it was still frosty, I cut the notch in the rear 
overhang of the roof to let the chimney throu^ Slicing throu^ the 
nxiss, 1 found it still eight inches thick and still loose. 

I was able to remove the form from the regbn of the smoke 
shelf Ifa smooth inside to a chimney is important, I have it Seeing 
the glassy effect the treatment had done on flie arch, I will do 



likewise with the collapsfcle form and cover it with plastic. 

One more course of stones will put me to the purlin log. About 
thirty inches to go, depending on how it looks from the lake. One 
sack of cement left, and a sack has been lasting about two days. I 
will need another bad of sand. Seems I haw hauled eight bads so 
fir. 

The boss hunter feft this aftemooa I heard the sound of his 
hamner as he boarded ip and put a b^ chain and padlock across 
ihe door. A padbck weit a^inst the code of old trappers and 

prospectors, who let a cabin ready for ar^ passerby who needed 
food and shelter The lock vms there last year, betbre I came, so 
perhaps experience has tau^t him that the cabin code has gone 
down the drain with a lot of other values. 

I watehed him take o^ and waved. He was too &r away for 
me to see whether he waved back but I like to think he did. I think 
that about winds up the hunting season fbr this year. How mar^ 
rams were taken? Howmai^'are kfl? 

wScptember 18th. Fo^ and catn Twenty-two degi"ees. 

Tlere's a ram stew simmering on the stove with everything in it 
but the kitehen spoi^. 

I hauled n^' last bad of sand down fiomflie point and started 
on the last sack of cement I hope it wl do the remainir^ twerty- 
ei^ inches of cWnuey. Can't just run down to the comer store out 
here. 

This evening I am just coming out on top of the roof with 
about fourteen inches to go. I had to slow down n^' hot pace to cut 
fashing out of gis-can tin By tomorrow evenii^ I had better be 
done since the cement sack wiE be empty. 

My coDapsibfe form couldn't have worked better. I'm glad I 
took the time to make it Wth it sitting on top of the chimney for the 
next course, I wondoed how the chimney would draw, so I put a 
piece of scr^ tar paper into the firebox and touched it off The 
smoke poured ip the chimney in fine shape even thou^ the spacers 
were in tte form. When I am finished, I will experiment with the 
throat to see how niich I can close it olf and still not smoke ip the 
cabin. 

Peppery ram stew for sipper. Just the way I like it and ptenty 

of it 



mSeptember 19th. Twenty degrees and clear. 

Today I would ^ as fer as I could. The cement would gjve 
out by ewning. Hie chimney was takir^ more morter than I figiffied 
and more time, too. Work was sfowing down because of clinbing 
ip and down for special- shaped rocks. 

About ten-thirty I heard a plane. It wos Babe. He had a 
' bnjsh rat" with him They had been passing by and just dropped in 
to check on n^ progress. He didn't haw ai^'thii^ but he 
inentioned I had a packa^. He spread his arms ^art to show ine 
how big it ™s. There ™s other mail, too. He wouM be in with it 
before freeze-ip. Most of tte lakes down country were already 
fro^n over. Their inspection tour over, off they went, probabty to 
pick up a caribou soirewhere. 

I tave enou^ cement for ore more course of stone. I would 
have finished, but a man nust be polite when company calls. 

I took rr^ eg^ out of the cooler box and brought them inside. 
The tenperature read ttmly^two degrees under the moss. Then I 
went out to the creek flat on a hunt for special stones fcr 
chimney cap. The M cofors are gane now. Dark brown arxi grays 
have replaced tte yelbws. 

Well, the pressure is offl The fireplace is built and what little 
there is yet to do can be done regardless of the weather. I will allow 
a few da>B fcr curing, and then biiki a warming fire in the first 
fireplace at Twin Lakes. 

September 20th. If I was gaing to stay the winter, I would 
need more ireat. Today \ras the last day of the sheq) season and I 
liked sheep meat better than caribou. The sight of four good rams in 
a bunch convinced me. 

I put the butchering outfit, camera ^ai; and nnsket into the 
canoe and paddled across the calm lake in flie shadow of Crag 
Mountain The b^ rock fece of the mountain would hide n^ 
^proach fix)m the sheep. I decided to leave the camera ^ar in ite 
canoe. This was serious business today. Up through the spruce and 
into the hi^ country that I foved, carefid not to expose ny 
movemsnts to the sheep. They mist knaw now what a stalking 
figure on two le^ rreans. I stopped to examine a lone spruce 
deformed by the wind, a few tufis of branches lefi near its top. 
There were fi-esh tooth maiks in the baik and bi^ brown hair 
hanging trom every sliver. The claw maiks were higher than I could 



reach. This was the bears' social register, and the one who had 
signed it recently was big. 

I clirbed to a rocky outcrop and eased n^ lead just barety 
above the rim. There were the rams out of range, lying down and 
soaking up the sun on a ridge line. I watched until ttey rose, 
stretched, took long looks down the mountain, and then trailed off 
out of si^ I clirrbed last. I didn't vmt them to be out of range 
next time. 

As I peered over ihe rim wtere they had been bedded, I saw 
fliem ag^ia Cfoser now, but stiD out of ran^ — m/ kind of range, at 
least. They were on another lidge and cliniing sbw^. In between 
was a rocky point and a little saddle. I left rr^ packboard and 
jacket behind and clirrbed, keeping the rocks between the sheep 
and n^elf I was breathing hard fiom the fest scranfcle and 
wondered wtether I would be able to hit ai^lhing vkea I reached 
the rocks. 

I peeked o\er the top of a granite boulda: About 200 yards 
away, the rams were moving behind a grassy knol Ihey would 
appear on the other side of it. The first legal- curl ram to step into 
the cbar would be n^ tar^t. I wriggled to some dry grass and 
waited there on m/ belfy, the safety off the ou^t-six, n^ heart 
thurtping a^inst the earth. 

Sudden^ there he was, a big ram stepping out. A M curl at 
least. I held the tp of the fi"ont sight blade Just befow the top of his 
shoulder, took a deep breath, and as I sbwly let it out, sqieezed 
the ttigger. The shot crashed bud in the high stilbess. 

I heard the w^wA: of the bullet hitting. The ram did a flp, and 
down he came sliding and rolling in the new snow. I could see a red 
spot Rowing larger on his front shoulder. Down past me he rolled 
and kept right on g^ing. Maybe he would make it to the tirrber I 
watched him until he stopped. Then I went back for nr/ packboard 
and pulled on n^ jacket. My hands were trerrfcling. Up abow me 
tiiree rams posed a^inst the sky for a thrilling momert and dropped 
out of si^. 

My sheep was stone dead If the bullet hadn't done the job, 
the M had. He was a b^ one, with a Itfc better than ftill curl and 

both tips intact. Plenty of ineat and a beautillil snowy pelt. I had 
opened and closed the season in one day, witli one shot. 

I took him by one heavy horn and dra^d him on down the 
mountain to a level place beneath some spriKe trees. As I dressed 
the big ram out, the canp robbers came gjiding ia They perched on 



the lirrfjs, watching me with inquisitive tilts of Iheir heads as I peeled 
off the hide. Some ravens croaked fiom the crags. They had seen 
the wtole show and were talking it over. 

At first glance I ligiired three loads. I took the neck, front 
quarters, and iibs the iirst tiip. A record trip down to the beach, 
non-stop. Steady going is the way to do it. Each time you stop to 
rest, it is harder to go a^in. One careful step at a time and 
evettualfy you're there. 

Back i5> fhrou^ the tinijcr again to find the camp robbers 
picking avmy at the kill The hind quarters didn't seem too heavy. 
Maybe I could clean what was left in one siper-load. I had 
sawed off the skull cap, wkh horns attached. I put the head, feet, 
and some other scraps in the hide, w^iich I rolled into a compact 
bundle. The heart, liver, tenderbin, and brains I put into a flour sack 
and tucked it between the hindquarters roped on the board. I tied 
the boms atop the hide bundle. All that was lefi were the entrails 
and a few small scr^s that the birds and other prowleiB of the 
sbpes could share. 

It was a mjch sbwer trp down the mountain this time. I was 
§ad to get down on the level and see the ^am of the canoe 
throu^ the brush. It had been a rug^d bad, but I had saved 
rt^^elf a trip. 

Paddling across the stiE lake, I felt like an Indian hunter 
returning to a hungy tribe. I glanced at the high place v/beK I 
had made the kiU. It seemed cbuds away. 

I put the heart, livei; and brains to soak in a paa I put the 
bbody flour sacks, flie pelt, and the horns irto tte lake to soak. I 
hung the meat in the woodshed for the ni^t, cleaned up all rny gear, 
and put it away. 

The pelt mist have weired 100 pounds when I draped it 
fi-om the water Nearly all the bbod had soaked out of the white 
hide, but after I fiested it I put it back into the lake to finish the job. 

Sheep liver and onbns for sipper The liver fiied two minutes 
to the side. Pink in the middle, full of flavor, and I ate enou^ of it 
Maybe some of that old boy's ability to romp the high places will 
nib off on me. 

A satisfying day. The search for meat is over. I hate to see the 
big ram end like this, but I suppose he could have died a bt harder 
than he did. 



wSeptemher list. I put rr^ smoker into operation a^ia I kept 
it going all day, and while all the ireat except the hindquarters cured 
in the smoke, I worked on the white hide and hung it on two poles 
to dry in the sua 

Not a pound of meat will be bst due to bullet damage. The 
bullet hit a wdiisker high behind the front shoulder. Shooting ip at 
such a steep angle, I should have held a shade bwer and would 
have caught the heart 

mSeplcmber 22nd Snxiked the lTindquartei"s today. Salted 
down the sheep pelt and cleared up wbat was leit of the skulL Hk 
smoked meat of jesterday hung in the woodshed wih a plastic 
covEring over it I feund the spruce squirrel tuning at this plastic 
game bag j^B^^he boinced over Ihe ground wteni yelled at hin^ 
and Siuch a fiBsfiomhis perch on a branch stub! Stamping Ins feet 
and pumping his tail and scolding as if he had more right to the meat 
than 1 did. 

I hung all the sheep ireat hi^ off the ground and covered it 
with the poncho. I always tliou^t tliis is the way 1 would like to do 
it Butcher at the right time of the year, hang the meat in the open 
mtil it fiee^, then just keqp sawing off chunks as you need them 
until it is ^ne. That's livit^ in the wildemess first class. 

^September 23rd. Clear, cahn, and a irosty twenty degi^es. 

Hope Creek is beginning to ice ip. I put the theiinoiTEter in 
flie creek mouth. IHrty-one degrees. If the creek stopped movit^ 
it would fi«eze vp inno time. 

I did a bt of cleanit^ around (he fireplace site today. Picked 
ip all the rocks I didn't use and put them into a sin^ pile away 
from the cabin Cleaned up the seams of nr/ last day's work and 
washed it down Realty looks iirst-rate. 

Now the test for the draft. I took a sprig of iii"eweed witli the 
seeds ready to % and shook it in front of the hearth opening. The 
seed feathers drifted sbw^ down, then into and up the chimDey. I 
could visua% study the flow of air by watchit^ them Some 
circulated over the smoke shelf before going on up. This will be a 
working fireplace, I am sure. 



September 24th. Twenty-five degrees. High, thin overcast. 



No pressure rcw. I mi^ just as well get breakfest in the 
daylight. 

I have decided that rather than put another course of stones on 
rr^ cMmey I will extend tlie liei^it six inches by making a liner from 
a gss-can tia One ^ can would do it. I would push it down inside 
flie chimiey and insert a few cross ties to make it more rigid. 

I v/as cutting through a seain, which is tou^ going for a small 
snips. I was pushing and bearing down hard \\hen it h^pened The 
snaps sudden^ broke through. IVfy right fhuni) vras sliced open on 
the back side. 

I could move it, so I had missed the tendons, but it was a deep 
cut just the same. I tied it together with a coiple of Band- Aids and 
wrapped a rag around it. Then I went back to n^ project. Lucky I 
didn't have on ny gaod leather ^ves which were on the bench 
beside me. I vrould probabty have cut the ri^ one open, and it 
wouldn't grow back together as I hope 115' thjrti) will do. Soon the 
additionto the chinn^ was conplete. 

No harm in buikJing a smill fire under the green chimney, I 
%iired, so I got some shaving and started one. It w^s satisfying to 
see the smoke go up and increase in speed as it passed through the 
throat. Then it started to smoke inside the cabin a bit. I discovered 
that with the cabin shut ti^, air was gaing up the chimney fester 
than it was coming ia Opening the window or the top half of the 
door a whisker corrected the troubb. I am not sure how bng I 
should let the mortar cure before building a normal fire, but I had 
better wait sewral days. 

About noon I spotted a canoe with two hunters paddling up 
the fer side of the lake through the reflectioiK. hi the middle of the 
canoe w^ a hu^ caribou rack, and they were ridit^ bw in flie 
water. They mist have been thankfiJ for the still water. 

I heard a plane leave the lower end. Surefy that is the last of 
the hunters. Tomorrow I will go on a scavenger hunt 

mSeptember 25th. Thirty-five degrees and overcast Strang to 
be fiee of fi"ost this iToming 

Doctored rr^ injured thuni). Washed it thorou^ify with soap 
and warm water and chan^d the dressing. The slash boks cleaa 
Can't aflbrd any complicatbns. No house calls out liere. 

I paddled down to the fower end to the remains of the tent 
camps there. I brought ny round-point showl abng. 



Why men corns into this big clean counliy arid leave it littered 
the way they do, I will never know. Hiey claim to bve the great 
oukioors but they don't have respect for it. Beer cans, bottles, and 
cartons were scattered all over the place. Look at the sharp ed^s 
of the mountains in the crisp clean air, listen to the creek pouring 
water you can drink over the stones. Then bok around and see all 
this junk. It's enough to tum a man's stomach. I cleaned ip several 
areas, d^;^ mai^ holes and butyit^ those ugfy rrarindos of 
IbDugttlessness. There were a few rewards, however. I foind a big 
S^Tofoam chest with a box of wooden matohes inside and some 
dry soip mix, and collected several empty ^ cans. Always a use 
for them And finally a bonus, a small roll of haywire. 

Seven niles later, on the ipper end of the lake, 1 found the 
same disre^d for the purity of the wiMemess. I did ir^ best to 
erase the ug^ scars the visitors had left in their wake. 

Must have traveled cbse to twenty miles today, but it was 
something I felt I nust do. It was payment for the usefiil items I had 
found. 

mSeptember 26th. Overcast and thirty-ei^t degrees. Lake 
water fbrty degrees, down two degrees from a week ago. 

Today I would cut wood to build ipn^sippfy. This business 
of takir^ wood out of flie saving bank and puttit^ none back has 
been bothering me iw end. I filed the one-man crosscut and 
sharpened the axs to a razor edge with n^' stone. Then I dropped a 
few spruce sna^. All day bng sharp tools ate into wood, and by 
evening the woodshed had the bok of plenty. In its vicinity, beneath 
ihe spmce trees and leaning against tlieir trunks, were inany bgs 
standing on end, awaiting the saw wdien the snow deepened. 

Pleay of meat hailing fiom tiie meat tree, plenty of wood, n^ 
cabin tight and waim I fooked forward to fieeze-ip. 



CHAPTER FOUR 



wNovemher 28th. Thanksgiving day. Clear, calm, and a minus 
four deg"ees. Tte stars are still out at e^l o'clock this morning 
Hk lake is wiiite with frost and in front of the cabin, fioi^n to a 
depth of one inch during the I could hear the ice groaning on 
the bwer lake, which is shaDower and had started to ice over as 
ear^ as Novenber 2. 1 hiked afong the beach beyond the point to 
check the ipper end of the lake. There was ice along the shore but 
a big lead of open water beyond Glacier Creek, and a cfoud bank 
of fog was rising \\here Beaver Creek empties into the ipper end. 

A special meal today. Fresh suet for the chickadees and a few 
^nerous handfiils of meat dust on the stump for the camp robbers 
and the spruce squirrel I sawed off bin chops for the main course. 
The rest of the menu was mashed potatoes and brown gravy, a 
salad of chopped cabba^, carrots, and onions; sourdough biscuits 
and honey; sourdou^ shortcake widi fresh blueberries for dessert; 
and all this wasted down with a cxsp of hot chocolate topped with 
rry last marshmallow. I still had rooin, so I opened a two-pound tin 
of cookies that I have been sa\Tng since ear^ Septeirber. As a 
result of all this I felt more uncomfortable than I tave for a fong 
time. 

In preparing for freeze-up, I made a sled out of spruce poles, 
usmg flie spruce runners I had put in tractioa The frame was held 
toother pegs and short pole bracings. I planed the rmners 

smooth and painted them with a film of wood ^ue. \Wth its deck 
poles, handles, and crossbar, it would be a vehicle in which I could 
push a good-siffid load. Too bad I didn't have a pet caribou to pull 
it. 

I mended n^ snowshoes with the dollar- a- string babiche I had 
brou^ in with me. Soaked in warm water for a spell, it became 
very pliable, and I vras able to replace the weakened strings. A 
fresh coat of shellac and the webs looked rea^ for miles of trail 

I made a snow shovel out of a fifeen-gaDon oil drum Babe 
had left me. \Wi the wide chisel I cut out the ends, then split the 
cjfcder down tie middle. At twenty-two inches around the arc, I 
split it agiia I took some of the curve out of the bwer half to give it 
the proper contact with the ground. For a handle I used twin spruce 
poles spaced about six inches apart with two crossbars for grps. 



From the ends of the drum I made a pair of ice creepers fer 
slick ice and another pair with cleats for clinbing in the crusted 
snow. I acconplished a rou^ sui"fece on the creepers by driving 
the point of a spike throng the metal in many places. The cleats 
were three-quarter- inch strps of oil drum folded at the center, and 
then iJattened out a half inch from each end. They were festened to 
a metal sole by small sheet-metal screws. 

I made an ice chisel out of the wide chiselby festeningit onflie 
end of an e^-foot peeled spnice pok. The pole was ai^red at 
the end and split so the chisel handb would lay into it from the side. 
Then I wrapped it with haywire to make it snug. 

Babe had brou^ me a real glass window that I thou^ would 
be a bit of a bxiny, but it kept steaming and frosting and I 
replaced it with homemade thermopane. This I was able to do by 
festening a sheet of thick Mjdar plastic (wttch I got from Sears and 
vMch was the n^^tery packagp Babe had told me about back in 
Septenier) with masking ti^ on each side of the nriffions. This left 
an air space between the two sheets, and the small holes I had 
bored through the millions made it realty one air space instead of 
many trapped within the panes. 

In tlie comer of the lower right-hand pane I made a small 
wooden fran^ between the Mylar sheets, forming a tiny pane within 
a pane. Here again a tew small holes were bored throu^ the fraire 
to make the air space one. Into this framed compartment I placed a 
bag of silica gpl wliich absorbed all the moisture between the Mylar 
layers and kept the window clear. This small pane also had a flap of 
Mjiarowrit. 

I made some improvements in ir^ fireplace and even installed 
a fency damper w^iich brother Jake had sent to me. Matty fires had 
blazed merrity away in the hearth with no smoke at alL 

I picked many hi^-bush cranberries and had irade sevei:al 
botdes of syn^) for m/ hotcakes. This gave tte maple synp a rest 
now and then 

Last week I completed rr^ foggii^ operation on the fer side of 
Hope Creek. I was thinking ahead to the cache project in the 
spring. 

Just yesterday I took ny last tour with the canoe. When I 
beached it, ice was already forming on the metal skin Now it is 
stored in Spike's cabin for tie winter once more. 

Stars and a pale half-moon are rising at four-thirty in the 
afternoon The strong wind continues. A fire flickered in the 



fireplace ahnost all day. It is good compai^' with its wanrfli and its 
\"^ezing. I like the cast of wolf track in its special place 
atop the bg slab mantel 

wNovember 29th. A ihin ovocast and a nmus two degrees. 
The wind died during the night 

Chpped throng three inches of ice to fill ™ter bucket a 
lew hundred jwds oiShore. Yesterday morning I checked the 
water teiiperature under fiie ice. Thirty degrees. No woixler the ice 
thickens at a rapid rate. Ice as fer as 1 could see up country, hi a 
short time I wiE have a safe highway for miles in each directioa 
Freeze-ip has arrived. 

wNovemher 30th. Dead calm and ^ro degrees. Frost crystals 
are building 155 on the ice. h is like walking on a thick pile rug The 
tufts offiost are packed l^ht^ toother and over an inch high. The 
lake ice has increased one inch in twenly-foir hours. 

The temperature dropped to nmjs three degrees at nooa I 
decided to take a tr^j to the bwer end. It's a pleasure to ttavel the 
ice. It took one hour to the gravel bank of the connecting stream — 
not quite as fest as paddling. 

I saw big wolf ti:acks in the drifted snow. Ttey broke through 
the packed snow where I staged on top. I saw many more wolf 
tracks, then a maa)ie ferther down — a bad sign. Bbod on the 
snow. Moose calf tracks, and then about 100 yards ferther on, the 
calfdeadonthebank. Bbod was fio2en on hk hind leg above flie 
hock joint Evidenfly one of the wolves had hamstrung him\\hile flie 
rest of the pack had held his attenlba Had they d^ne it just for 
sport? Or had they been teaching their young how to go about it? 
Tliere were smaEer tracks in among the lar^ ones. They had not 
fed on tlie carcass at all Had they actual^ killed this young bull or 
did theyjiLst disable him and leave himto die? Suddoifythe woh^s 
lost a few points with me. 

wDecemher 1st. During the ni^ the wind swept the ice fi"ee of 
the fi'ost. I was anxious to be on rry way down to the lower end 
a^in to clieck on the calf If nothing else, it would be meat tor 
birds and animals. 

I tied on rr^ ice creepers and headed down the ice pushing ixy 



big sled. The wind drove a^iast rr^ back and sqiiiggles of snow, 
like frosty snakes, raced over the ice before ite. 

The long haii" on the calf was drifted lull of snow, and I soon 
found that tlie rreat was no good. I could pull hair out by the 
handfrils and the carcass smeDed pretty rpe. I butchered it up into 
sections, loaded up the sled, and headed fbr home. 

Quite a diflerence, goit^ a^inst the wind. One gust held me to 
a standstin. Withoiit n^' ice creepers I never could have made it I 
stowed the meat in the half fi^-gaDon drum to free:^, andhut^lhe 
head in a tree. The ma^ies soon took command, but there will be 
plenty for al 

Just before dark I cruised ip to rr^ stand on the edge of the 
log tirrber I blushed the snow from a chunk under the spruce and 
just sat there to think and bok and listea Mar^ sights I had seen 
there, and rrai^ storms. An hour later the tenperature took a nose 
dive and a strong wind started driving snow from down country. 

wDecember 2nd. Minus twent>'-two degrees and the 
continuous conplaining soiuids of the ice. 

I opened ip the waterhole. Six and one- half inches — an inch 
and a half in the last twenty^four hours. Out on flie lake, the wind 
drove the cold into bones. How mai^ cbthes would it take to 
slut out the cold? Shorts and T-shirt, Frisco jeans and wool shirt 
vest, red sweatshirt with hood, heavy Navy sweater and insulated 
coveralls. Then Navy coM-weather wool- lined overalls, wateh cap. 
Navy wool- Bred coM weather cap, two pairs of felt inner soles and 
one pail" of cardboard inner soles in rt^ pacs, two pairs of woolen 
socks, two pairs of woolen irrittens, and heavy woolen scarf I 
took a hike ip the lake and felt I was dressed about ri^ except I 
needed more protection fiir hands. I came back over the tirriDer 
trail rather than fece a wind that stabbed pain through m/ cheeks. 

Back at the cabin I took a piece of rny Glacier Creek ram skin 
and sewed it into a fong tube, hair side ia I festened a cord to each 
end so it would hang around n^' necL Bare hands shoved into the 
erxls no wonder tliose steep can survive on the cra^! 

I tilled niy kerosene lanp this evening. I made sure the wick 
was well saturated, then touched a wooden match iJaire to it. It 
gives off a soft yelbw li^ and is as quiet as the wildemess, a 
welcome change fiom the hissing of the Coleman lantern even 
though the Coleman throws a whiter, brighter gbw. The old 



kerosene lanp seems to lit into the sclieine of things out here — the 
cabin, the wildemess, and the cold. 

I noticed a few air leaks in the cabin Hiere's frost on the 
outside of the fogs. I plugged tlese places with oakum, and I 
also tacked on more oakum for the door to cbse against 

^December 3rd. My work on the cabin last evening paid off It 
held tlie heat better last night. 

The ice is now ei^t-and-a-lialf inches tliick at the waterhole, 
an increase of two inches fromyeslerdav. 

It's not too bad working in the woodshed at minus twenty-two 
d^rees. I chopped off a chunk of moose hind quarter. The meat 
shattered like ice. 

Even \\to ^3ey are not feeding, the magjies hjddle around 
flie moose head. A chickadee, &ffled to twice his normal size, sat 
motionless amoi^ the spruce needles. There was a ring of frost 
around his jet bright eye. 

uDecember 4th. Not a breath Minus thirty-two degrees. Ibe 
ice groans like a hu^ wounded animal all through the day. Now 
that the ice is thicker the sound seems in a difeent pitch. 

Nine-tilieen vdien Spike's Peak across the lake cau^ the 
frst rays of tlie sun 

At minus thirty degrees the moose meat sq^ns like wood. 
Some priiTE meat dust for the chickadees, v^X) are pufed vg like 
little ^y baUoons today and sitting bw in the branches to protect 
tiiose spindfy 1^. The camp robbers arrived. They boked like 
giante with their inflated fealhens. 

While coming back from a trp to the bwer end, I saw a 
movement on tlie beach, a trotting and a stoppit^ and a trotting 
a^in It was a red tbx. He came cfoser. In this very cold and half- 
dead world he had smelted the moose rreat. How handsome he 
was in his thick orange coat, black boots, wiiite chest piece, and a 
wiiite 15) on the fit banner of his tail He came still cbser. At fifiy 
feet he started to circle me and not until he crossed tracks dii 
he get alanned Then off he fladied over the ice, his tail floppit^ this 
way and that Abn^rtfy he stopped He sat on his haunches and 
studied me. 

I put a big chunk of moose meat out on the ice in fiiont of the 
cabia Maybe he will come to call by moonlight 



It's very warm in ir^ cabia At three in the afternoon the 
sliadow^ are near the tops of the mountains across the lake. 

I feund it not bad traveling today. The wind is the villain when 
flie tomometer is bw. Natire's invisible knife. 

mDecember 5th. A M moon sharp^ focused in the very clear 
air. Minus thirty- two degrees. The ice is now twelve inches thick. 

Today I would e}^eriment with the cold. Hands and feet are 
the weaknesses in nr/ protecti\'e armor. I cut a pair of insoles from 
caribou liide. I was sure they would be very eftective, but they are 
too thick with tte hair on and make n^ pacs fit too tight A thermal 
insole, a cardboard insole, a tiiick felt insole, two pairs of woolen 
socks, one of heavy worsted wool and the other of mediun weigh, 
with woolen boot socks seems to be a gxid confcinatioa Abose 
fit he^, too. I tried pzp&r between two pairs of socks. It seemed 
better for a time, then colder. For hands nothing beats Ite little 
"Jon-e" hand-warmer fiieled with Blazo. Two pairs of woolen 
mittens with this little handwarmer traded back and forth is surefire 
protection I tried paper between two pairs of mittens. Tliat helps, 
but nothing like the little stove. The Glacier Creek ram skin tube is 
great protection but a man can't cut wood with his hands shoved 
itto a miffi During these ejqperiments I was woridng in flie 
woodshed, so I was han^ for a quick change of ^ar. 

mDecember 6th. AyeDow punpkin moon and minus thirty-five 

degrees. 

Good that it is cahn Even a light bree2e wiB make tety-five 
bebw penetrate right into your vitals. By woridng fest in the 
woodshed I find I can stay on the comfortable side. 

I had another experiment to perform Protection for rr^ fece 
has been another problem, especia% in a wind. A woolen scarf is 
gaod for a short while, then it ices ip and becomes uncomfbrtable. 
I needed something that would stand away fiom ir^ fece and stiU 
aDowmeto see. 

A big paper bag might do it I had not thrown the empty 
cement sacks away. I shook one out and tunned it inside out Thenl 
cut it in fiont so it came down to rr^ chest Next a one-inch sbt 
foir inches long to see through. It looked ridicubus, but boks don't 
coint wto you're traveling over the ice at thirty-five degrees bebw 
zero. 



I shoved off for the lower end in new leadgear. It was 
surprising how warm it was inside hood. Frosting up a bit, but 
that was no real problem I was also wearing a pair of heavy paper 
mittens between two woolen ones. My hands were lair. Much frost 
collected on m/ hood wten a breeze hit me. By neai"^ closing the 
slot wfth m/ stocking cap, I had gaod protection A six-mile jaunt 
round-trp. Next time rr^ little hand wamier g>es with me. It is 
good to know how inch cold one can stand and how to dress for 
it Ontaldi^offn:ypacsIfeundny1hermalinsofesfio2ento1he 
soles of the pacs. Wifli the thick felt insoles on top, n^' feet were 
warm I thirk walking on ice is mich colder on the feet than in 
snow. 

mDecember 7th. Cleai; caln^ and minus Ihirty^eight degrees. It 
seems that bebw minus fliirty-five degrees the air gets ha^ as 
thou^ it is fiill of tii^' fix)st crystals. 

I broke throu^ n^' w^teiiiole. It was a mass of ice almost 

immediate^. 

1 was in and out of doors imny tin^s today and in 
shirtsleeves, too. I niist be getting used to this deep freeze. 
Strange that I have seen no northem lights yet 
The ice complains less, but wto it does, it sounds like a jet 
plane goii^ by at bw altitude. Sometimes it makes a rippii^ noise 
as the cracks race throu^it 

mDecember 8th. A nfld te^siK bebw ^so. Near sunrise 
seens to be the bw reading 

A good day to check on the n^'stery trail down the sbpe of 
Falls Mountain. I \winted to liy out a new device to protect rr^ 
lace, too. I imlaced rr^ Glacier Creek ram skin handwarming tube 
and made a mff such as borders a parka hood. Tied the ends 
together under iriy chin With more string 1 laced the two sides 
bosety together in the back of n^ neck. Better visibility than 
paper hood. 

I crossed the ice to invest^te the trail In the bose snow it 
was too hard to make out tracks, but I feund sheq) hair on flie 
brush and mar^ branches brokea I think maybe a tynx attacked the 

sheep, drag^d it down the mountain, then bst its hold, and the 
sheep escaped. There w^ no bbod on the snow. 

It didn't seem like minus Ihirty-five degrees. I had a good 



head of steam g^ing throu^ the spruce tiirber. Then I saw an odd 
si^t, a small columi of vapor rising from the ridgeBne. 

I had heard bush pilots say that sometimes you can bcate a 
bear in hibernation by the vapor rising from his bimk. I couldn't tell 
if it was coming from above or below the ridge. I climbed toward it. 
Sheep tracks and scuff marks exposed grass. Then just above me a 
few hundred yards I saw three ewes feeding. Hieir wamth was 
causing the vapor cdunn that rose perht^s sevenjy-five feet before 
itfededout. 

Many h/tK tracks along the shore of the lake. The cold began 
to seep in now that I was no lon^r cliirbing. Walking with ir^ fece 
down, into a li^ bree^, the sheepskin was good protection even 
thou^ a mass of frost collected from nxich puffing and bbwing. 

Smoke still coming from the chimney \\hen I returned. A warm 
forty-five degrees in the cabia 

wDecember 9th. Minus thirty- four degrees. The ice is quieter 
now, but once in a wliiie it lets bose with a beDow and sounds like 
thunder fiombebw. 

mDecember 12th. Plus twenty degrees. Can spring be fer 
avray? The ice is now twei^ inches thick. 

wDecemher 13th. Plus ei^teen degrees. T-shirt weather! 
I examined the diferent patterns of cracks in the ice. Some are 
realty inpressive and can be seen from top to bottom in the clear 
ice. It would be interesting to know what the pressure imst rise to, 
to make so niich noise and shatter so nuch ice. The lake has been 
quiet during this warm spelL About noon today the groaning started 
a^in At times it sounded like the snoring of an arm/ of giaiis. 

wDecember 15th. Plus twenty-five degrees. Snow driven by a 
strong wind. 

The red fox is a regular visitor now to the moose handout. I 
believe he viill get even tamer as the comtty gets more hungry. 
About ei^t inches of snow on the level iK)w. 



W^cember 16th. Plus four degrees. Four more inches of snow 



during the ni^ 

I have a tenant in the John. I heard a racket in there and 
glimpsed the squirrel flashing over the ridge bg. Very soon he was 
back, his mouth looking like a powder puff He was carrying moss 
from tte roof Inside he went, rattled around some, then back out 
and back in with another load, realty working at high speed. While 
he vras gone, I opened the door and looked ia A box of shavings 
for starting a fire sat just inside the door. It now contained moss as 
well He is setting 15) winter quarters. 

wDecember 17th. Minus nineteen degrees and not a twig 
stirring. Hk sun lit the hi^ peaks across the lake at nine-thirty this 
morning. 

earfy this day I felt the cabin begin to shake as if some 
monster was tossing around beneath it I heard a fow roaring. The 
lake ice had been noisy, but this sudden earth tremor quieted it for 
several hours. Along toward daj^^t I felt another joking. A look 
around after sunup convinced me all the mountains were still in tteir 
proper places. 

That spruce squirrel is working like he has a deadlire to meet. 
A big vrad of moss in the shaving box now and a small round hole 
right in the middle of it 

Wx)d to saw and ^lit every day. Got to keq) n^ 
payments at flie Firewood Thist if I want to stay warm this winter. 
No real problem at all Some folks had led me to believe it would 
be an everlasting job — cut wood all day to keep warm all night 

wDecember 19th. Plus Ihirty-twD degrees. The cold is 
preferable to a spell like this, with heavy wet snow being dumped 

from the spruce bou^s all through the day. 

There is now twenty-thi^e inches of ice. 

A bad day for traveling A good day for little jobs and a 
chance to catch ip on n^ reading. 

wDecember 21st. Plus four degrees. The shortest day. Hie sun 
li^ed Allen Mountain across the lake down to flie timber line, tien 
dropped out of si^. It will be a pleasure to vrateh the sun line 
creep on down to the opposite beach and one day light ip n^ cabin 
again 



mDecember 22nd. Wolves on flie ice. 
I first saw them as little specks cbse toother. Then the leader 
broke away and the others dropped back to each side to form a 
wide triangle. They stopped ofien to turn and look at the stillness 
sun"0Linding them Now Ihey came on in a trot. Through the spotting 
scope I could make out the narrow heads, tlie erect ears, the bng 
rruzdes. I would Hke to see those green eyes 14) cbse. I moved. 
They fro:s; like statues, 100 yards avray Suddenty one bolted 
nervDusfy and bped down the ice. The others feDowal Too bad I 
had been in the open \\to I first saw them I thiti I would have 
gotten a cbserbok. 

mDecember 24th. Clear; calm, and plus feur degrees. I do 
believe wirter at Twin Lakes is better than summer. 

Sheep were walking the skyline of the big pasture on Falls 
MoLuitaia 

I crossed a wolverine track that vras headed for Low Pass 
Creek. I mist be on the lookout for that character. 

mDecember 25th. A very wiiite Christmas. No hard feelings 

toward ar^one. 

I chopped up some moose meat and scattered these presents 
for the magiies, the canp robbers, the chickadees, and the squirrel 

Out on the ice I examined a pressure rid^. It was a buckled 
wall of ice bbcks at odd angles about a foot vtide and at least four 
feet hgh. Some of the slabs of ice had beach rock inbedded in 
them 

Aplane! It was Babe's 180 Cessna. He looked like a skinny 
Santa Glaus as he landed and stepped out wMi sacks and boxes. 
He asked how long the lake had been frozen over. Lake Clark had 
closed up only tlii'ee days ago. 

Lots of mail and gub. Neai"fy a sack of packa^s and letters. 
Six four-pound packages of rice, two large boxes of com meal, 
four do:^n eg^, plenty of spuds, carrots, lettuce, apples, and 
celery. Fi% pounds of flour and two slabs ofbacoa Cheese, cancfy 
bare, and cocoa 

Babe v«is having roast ^ose at home so he had to hurry 
back. 

I opraied packa^ and read letters until I had to 1^ the 



lantern to keep on readi^ A Christmas I will never tbrget. Hie 
most no-nonsense Christmas I have ever had. 

Babe had given me a time correction My watoh was fifteen 
iiinutes fet after no check fbr four inonths. 

uDecember 27th. Tte noiihem l^its last nighL No big display. 

Just a galden gbw over the mountains to the northeast, \fery nxich 
like the breaking of dawn in sunnrr. 

It was minus five de^ees when 1 decided to hike down to the 
lower end. Tlie connecting sti'eani was still open. I saw the bow 
waves of trout scooting for cover as 1 walked tte bank. 

The water ouzels were workit^ as usual, probing the crevices 
of the stones abngflie streamed^, Ito setting sail like ininiature 
ducks, puddling, pirouetting, and dis^jpearii^ Moments later, out 

came, powder dry and %ing into the subi^ro air wiih 
something wrig^ing in their beaks. They are like big gray 
waterproof wrens. 

Nothing else in si^ on the great expanse of snow and ice 
down countiy. 

He spruce squirrel seems to have a ball of moss for a door. I 
sawitmovev^tol waitto getny fijelto fillthe femj), and out he 
sl^jped over the eave bg in the rear. I heard him return a few 
minutes later. Inihe flashl^beaml saw his "door" was cbsed. I 
teik he grabs the moss edges at the opening and pulls Ihem 
toother. He wiH sleep warm tonight even tlrough the temperature is 
minus ten degrees. 

mDecember 28th. Sheep tracks on flie lake. A single sheep had 
come fiomthe direction of ADen Mounteia Must be a joung ram 
out to see flie world. It was the first sheep track I have ever seen on 
the ice. 

mDecember 31st. Clear, calm, and ninus thirty- four degrees. 
Hie squirrel slept in until ebven. I checked his quarters and his 
iTOSs ball door was closed, alimst as if he liad put out a sign, do 
not distm'b. 

Where do the birds g3 in these bw tenperatures? 
Wten I opened the door, a cbud of vapor would rush in 
through the bwer half and roll to the fireplace. Then a cbud would 



lush out the top halt and cover the overiiang of the roof with frost 
Thiily-two degrees bebw zero during the heat of the day. 
I sawed a bgto restore Ihe dent I vras putting in n^' wood 

supply. I wrapped Ihe saw handle with p^er and m/ hand didn't 

^t too cold. 

Toward evening I liflced a coitple of miles down tiie lake. I 
was dressed in two sweaters, shirt vest, insulated coveralls, 
stocking c^ and Navy foul weather cap, wool gloves and lined 
buckskin mittens, heavy Navy scar^ and n^ sheepskin hood. I 
found the hp pockets of m/ coveralls good protection for n^ 
rrnttered hands. It was ninus thirty-six degrees wtei I returned to 
the cabin, n^ hood a mass of frost. 

For rny waterhole I had cut a six-inch chunk from a big log 
and set it over the hole, filling around it with snow No more than a 
half-inch of ice had fonned under it. That saves a bt of chpping 

wJanuary 2nd. Forty- five bebw A land without motbn. In the 
dead of winter nofriing seems to move, not even a t\\dg on the 
willows. 

Hk thickness of tte ice is now a strong twenty-eight inches. In 
this very cold weather the hob in the ice gradual^ cbses in fiom the 
sides until it is a hob no bnger. 

Apan of hot water tossed into the fony-five-bebw air turns to 
a cbud of steam wifli a bud hissit^ noise. 

mJamtary 3rd. Doldnin-still and nmjs foity-five degrees. 

Today I would go 15) the cai^on to Low Pass 1,600 feet 
above the lake to see wiiat problems a man would have to fece at 
this temperature. 

What did I bam fiom foin-hoin" rourxl trip'.' With no wind 
I could travel all day in minus-forty five-de^ee cold and be 
comtbrtabte. A few mountains in the way mi^t help. If a iran 
carried an axe, it would be ik) probbm to canp in thick tirri)er, dry 
out, and sbep warm in a down sbepit^ ba§ On such a trp 
snowshoes are a mjst, and clinbers would be needed on the hard 
mountain crust 

Brush breaks in the exftieme cold as ifdry and dead. 

It is warmer on top of the pass than it is abng the lake. 
Moistm^ rmst make the di&rence. My fece and fin^rs felt the bite 
of tiie cold as soon as I reached lake bvel 



I found frost from top to bottom between ny outside and 
second layer of cblbing My pacs had snow inside to the tp of the 
toes, and I was covered with frost I had a heavy feeling in chest 
and wondered if I had hauled too nuch of that forty-five-bebw air 
into rr^/ lungs. 

wJanuary 7th. Plus seven degrees and cakn. A half inch of 
flu% snow fell during the ni^. 

More fox tracks than I have ever seea I think moose baft 
is beginning to bring out tlie hungry ones. 

I hiked down to the connecting stream It was still opea I 
doubt it will ice over this winter. The trees and brush afong its banks 
are feafliered wifli frost from the \^or rising from the open w^ter. 
Hacks and a slide announced that an otter had traveled the stream 
Run and sSde, run and sBde. He slides a great distance afier onty a 
step or two. 

No sign of caribou or ai^' oflier ^me. 

mJarmary 9th. What do you know? Here comes Babe in flie 
T-Craft on skis, his exhaust stacks streaming out two vapor trails! 

"Cold down here," he greeted. It was thirty-five bebw. "Lots 
wanner hi^" 

He brou^ a burlap sack half lii]] of birtter beans, fifty pounds 
of sugar, four ten-pound sacks of fine graham flour, a big box of 
dried iq)ples, six boxes of raisins, and five bojtes of pitted dates. 
Also some mail 

No hurry today. He sat and talked and watched ny fiesh 
kettle of beans cookit^ Yes, tins is what he would ergoy-^iving 
out like this in a cabin if he didn't have so mich responsibility that 
the Lord had heaped ipon him He telt ft was his duty to talk to 
peopfe and spread His word. A man could hardly do that living in a 
cabia 

"Say," he asked sudden^, "do you sippose those beans are 
done yel?" He ate two bowds fiill and albwed were pretty 
gDod beans. 

had covered the T-Craft en^ to hold the heat, and it 
started first flp of the prop. Ife has a heater now, a catatyst-lype 
^s heater sitting on the floor Also has his engjie heater handy, too. 
The old boy hasn"t lived aE these years in the Far North for nothing 
Next trp, he said, he might bring the missbn giris abng to see 



the cabia I watched him over the crust and draw away, trailing 
a short stream of rapor. 

The ice is now thirty- two inches thick. 

As I stored some of iry provisbns away in Spike's cabin, I 
thou^ about the cache I would build come spring 

Babe also had brought me two pairs of heavy socks that his 
wife had knitted for me. And another surprise, a detachable paika 
hood quilted wilhfealheiB between the lajers, andaruffofwolfekin 
around the &ce. 

KJanuary ilth. Minus thirty-six degrees. 
I crossed the lake to see the sua It was real^ a thrill to see 
shadow again, but I could feel very little w^nrih. The pale golden 
1^ flooded the ice for about 100 yards fiom the fir shore, then 
fided into shadow once mare as the sun winked out of sight behind 
the shoulder of Gold Mountaia 

m/anuary 14th. A sliver of a moon and minus sixteen degrees. 
IVfy first tr^) on snowshoes. It was good to hear the soft 
cnnch of the crust beneath the webs as 1 shmg abng the creek trail 
It had been tou^ ^ing on previous days without snowshoes. 1 
enjoyed looking back in the sharp air at tracks winding throng 
the wiiite stillress. Very little ^me spotted. Two sheep, but just 
because you don't see ^me, that doesn't mean it isn't there. 
Today's bonus the exhilaration of the tqp itseK 

M.Jaimaiy 1 5th. \N^rmer weather with the dark of the mooa 

Minus ei^it degrees. 

I liad seen no moose in the cottonwoods across the lake since 
the bw sbpes had been in shadow, and 1 wondered if the coming 
of the sunlight to those leveb would signal a return of the big 
animals. 

There were dark objects in the cottonwoods. Moose! 
Welcome back! I snowihoed up abng the brush to get a better 
look. Ahu^ bull with a majestic rack, a cow, and a young bull with 
antlers like a buck deer Tliey m,>\ed as they browsed, and when 
they stopped it was inwiab^ behind brush or a tree. Ttey moved 
not in alarm but wari^, not affi)rding me a view in the clear. In their 
sbw passage they flushed ptarmigan, and the birds croaked their 



irritation as they scaled a\\^ to latid %(her ott 
The ice is now thirty-five inches ftiick. 

uJanuary 1 7th. Plus ten degrees. 
I am having a creosote problem Too nuch bw fire in the 
stove. Creosote runs down the stoveppe fi'om each joint. Some of 
it is even running down on the roof and getting through to niy^ bgg. 

m/armary 18th. Almost like summer. A plus twen(y-two 

degrees. 

A g3od day to try to solve the creosote probbm I bt the fire 
g3 out and took down tlie stovepqie. Then I relocated the danper 
and put the pq^e back, bottom end x^. Now the joints in the p^K 
lead in instead of out Can't be ai^' worse than it ym. Time will tel 

wJanuary 20th. Plus two degrees. 

Field day. I scoured tabb and counter top with Comet 
powder, soap, and bbach With Babe a]wa>^ threatening to bring 
the mission girls next trqi, I had better keep this place shpsh^e. 

My stovepipe tas been staying cban. No strong odor \^4len I 
build ip n^ fire for cooking. That's a good siga 

I saw the squirrel today. He has been making himself scarce. I 
ftought a fox got him, or maybe the weasel, but the Me 
troublemaker is back. 

A slbe of moon iliLs evening. As that moon becomes fijD, the 
tenperature vM drop like a stone or I miss niy^ guess. 

mJamtofy 22nd. Three and a half inches of flufl^ snow. Plus 
fifteen degrees. 

I made a snovrehoe trail down country. When 1 returned later 
on the saire trail, I found it all but drifted shut. I liad a terideiK^ to 
wander ofi^course in the surrounding whiteness. Far out fiom shore 
I caiTE across the trail of a mouse. I think he nwst have thought that 
this is a big world. 

The fox, the magjies, and some ravens were around flie 
moose meat Ihey ruet have an understandir^ with each oflier. 
Sometimes flie fox chases the maa)ies, but it seems more in play 
flian ai^'thing else. 

Three big rams were above Qacier Creek, standing ip to Iheir 



bellies in Ihe snow. Bare places show wtere they had fera^ for 
grass. 

m/amiafy 3ht. Snowing. Plus ei^iteen degrees. 
Twenty-eight inches of snow on the level and as loose as 
feafliers. Januaiy has not been the cold nionth I ejqKCted it to be. 
What wl February brin^ 

uFebruary 1st Fog and snowing ligNfy. Minus two degrees. 

I snowshoed a narrow flight strip for Babe. It is good to have 
something by vAazh to jud^ distance and the condition of the 
snow. This will be tte Twin Lakes International Airport. 

A sithU flock of sparrow- sized bii"ds have come in ]il<;e a flurry 
of dry leaves to land and teed on the tips of ttie buckbiiisli Tbey 
show a rosy cobr. My field guide pictures them as hoary redpoBs. 

mFebrucpy 3rd. Clear, calm, and teit the Lord! Forty-eight 
degrees bebw 2ero. That fidl moon has brou^ another chill to this 

land. 

It was a happy si^ to see n^' cabin bathed in sunl^ for 
one- half hour today. 

I wassawit^woodwlienlheardaplane. The little Black Bird 
fiom Lake Claik. Babe vras putting out a bnger vapor trail than flie 
last time he came. Ife made a circfe and came in to light on n^ 
packed sttf ■ He had trouble taxiii^ because the alunrntm skis had 
a tendency to stick to the snow. 

"Man, it's cold here!" he ejclaimed, beating his mittened 
hands together He bounced around in his woliskin coat and 
sheepskin pants. He seemed to be causing his own tog bank. 

'tl^an't stay bng or I'll be part of the sceiKry," he said. He 
was afraid the oil would freeze at this low temperature. Lots of mail 
and packa^s. Two more pairs of veiy heavy woobn socks that 
Maty AlswQilii had knitted. They're so pretty I hate to Ihiiik of 
wearit^ them And three big ba^ of popping com. 

But wtere were the nissbn p-ls? Next time he woub bring 
them for sure. 

I broke himbose from the snow and held a wit^ until he was 
turned around. Away he went, anxbus to cliai) a few thousand feet 
to wliere it was warm 



I thawed a bowl of blueberries, bruised themip a bit for more 
juice, added some white su^ and ^ny, and eqoyed a treat to 
celebrate the return of the sua 

uFebruary 4th. Minus fi^one degrees. Clear and cemeteiy- 

stilL 

I find that it is as nxtch as two degrees colder down on flie 
lake tlian at the cabin, and there is onfy a diflference of four feet in 

elevation. 

I was ea^r to try a paii" of new heavy socks, along with a 
pail" of insoles in rr^ pacs, one pair of li^ wool socks, and the 
heavy ones over them It was fifiy bebw ■sm as I foDowed the trail 
tte hunp, and thirty bebw on top. Hose sixteen-inch heavy 
socks with Iheir cbse knit realty kept m/ feet warm or else I'm 
^tting used to the frost 

Within a few days there win be an hour of suniyit at the cabia 

uFebruary 5th. Minus forty-e^ degrees. 
When I turned in at ten o'cbck last ni^ it was fi%-four 

below zero. Now the moon is past the fiilL I think this wiH be the 
record low tenperature tor tlie winter. 

At these low tenperatures binoculai"s frost so quickty 
that I can ase them for only a tew seconds at a time. 

The camp robbers were here, with streaks of frost back fiiom 
flieir eyes. They didn't appear very hun^, just disinterested balls 
of feathers decorating the spnxe boughs. The ma^ie deserves a bt 
of credit Robber that he is, he realty woiks at nuking a living He 
sits iJoe and pecks away at that frozen moose meat in the fi%- 
bebw. 

Snow bbwing from tlie peaks and ridges. In a very short time 
some of the high places lost their solid v\tiiteness. That should make 
the sheep happy. Feed is being uncovered there. 

I snow^hoed across the lake to investi^te a track bebw the 
rock fiice. There was a sun dog on either side of the sun as the 
overcast daii^ied. Trailing ip throu^ the deep snow, I 
showered by more snow from the spruce. As soft and bose as the 
snow is, a snowsboe rabbit sinks in onty about three inches. I 
startled a flock of spruce grouse and they expbded, knocking snow 
from the lirrbs in their panic. A few minutes later I struck the trail of 
a tynx. He sank deep and dragged his big feet toward the rock fece. 



He had irade those mysteiy tracks. 

My trail to the cabiii was all but drifted shut in the wind and 
driving snow, but the thermometer back at the cabin read pkjs ten 
The cold spel is broken 

uFebruary 6th. Plus eighteen degjees. Quite a vaiiatbn in 
twenty- four hours, from minus forty-ei^ to plus eighteen 

The wind is roaring across the peaks. Snow is streaming from 
them like smoke irom a grass fire. The thickress of tte ice is now 
thirty-six inches, and the tenperature of (he water is thirty-one 
degrees. 

I nailed the forked roots of a spruce sturp on the end of flie 
ridge bg above flie dooi; I call it Hk spruce buck. It will irake a 
good perch for (he birds. 

I had to break out another jar of oatmeal Sure^IiuBtholda 
record for constming the lar^ quantity of rolled oats in a few 
month's time. 

mFebruary I2th. A strong breeze and plus twenty-five 

degrees. 

Today I would carve a big wooden spoon for Mary Alswoith 
in exchange for the heavy boot socks. I dug out a likely piece of 
stunp stock from the deep snow and went to work. SIk wanted a 
spoon with bts of curve so that is the way it would be. While I 
worked, the canp robbers kept me conpai^'. When they come a- 
begging I always have time to feed them Itey seem to have found 
the spruce buck perch to Sieir Hdiig Akettb of beans sinmered 
away on the fire, and when ihey were done, so was (he spoon 

The break in the cokl give ny windows a chance to sted (heir 
buildup of ice today. Good to have (hem clean and dry a^in 

mFebruary 13th. Snowing From down tte lake a strotig wind 
is bbwing big flakes. Plus thirty degrees. 

When the lake is open, you do not hear the wind in the 
moimtains. Today the sound of it was like tte roaring of a great 
waterfall. 

mFebruary 14th. The heat wave coitintKS. Plus thirty degrees. 
An old visitor in his winter overcoat came to call today, his 



slender body doubling and stretehing as he bounced over the snow. 
Out of respect fcr his new robe, I will can hini an ernine instead of 
a weasel 

I think I know 'where the squirrel went. The ermine nust have 
killed him I saw the ermine snake into the squirrel's nest. 

A canp robber was iaside the cabia Wlien I cane tlirough 
the door, he flew to the bunk post. I approached him He didn't fly. 
I picked him 15) and he stmg^d a bit in n^ hand. I held a meat 
scrap in front of him First he pecked at n^' finger and then at flie 
meat For a moment he sat there in the pakn of n^' hand. Thenwilh 
a sudden takeoff he flew out the door to a spruce branch, wtere he 
sat wty quiet^ as if puzzled by the eJ5)erience. 

uFebruary J 5th. Clear and calmand plus six degrees. 
A canp robber swooped inside and grabbed vp a meat scrap 

\\hile his two companions hesitated on the spruce buck. Those 
chai^actei's niist have been talking thin^ over. 

The ermine has taken over the squirrel's quarters. He left as I 
opened the door, then returned cautious^, c]int)ed back into tte 
box, crawled into the nest, reached out to ^t a mouthfid of moss, 
and closed his door. Itempted him wiftiameatscr^.Alittle wary 
at first, but his hdfy got the best of him He latehed on to flie 
opposite end of the scrap, and wtol didn't let go with his tug^ng, 
Ik came right on vp and went fer m/ fin^. He's not one to back 
irto a comer. There's a tiger in that little body. 

uFebruary 21st. Plus twCTty^six degrees. Snowing and 
bbwit^ 

Twenty- seven inches of snow on the leveL My snow shovel 
woiks well My patlis are beginning to bok like small car^ns with 
steep white walls. 

it's a good Tiling that a weasel is not the size of a tbx. He is a 
powerlioase tor his size. The little ermine's body can't be more than 
ten inches long, yet he can wrestle a meat scrap that weighs several 
pounds. I saw him flashing in and oitt beneath the mortar tub ^istere 
the moose meat was stored. Sucharacket! Eveiynowandthenhe 
would bolt ri^ up stoigll and bok around to see if he was 
attractir^ attention. The magiies give him a bt of room He could 
easity kiH one, and they don't gj\^ him a chance to prove iL He is 
compact savagay. The way he moves he nwst have voltage in his 



■veins instead of blood. 

I snowshoed the airstrp down and oittlined it with small 
spmce boughs. Not real^ necessary, but the roughing of the 
sirfece and the boi^ he|p a pflot's depfli perceptioa 

uFebmaty 23rd. Minus sixteen degrees. 

I was halfiray down the lake when I heard a plane. Sure 
erMLi^T, it was the little Black Bird. Babe made two circles coning 
down and scooted in on my airstrp. I reached him just as he 
urpacked the last item We turned tlie plane around feeing the sun 
and covered the engine. He was in no hurry today. 

"You know I left here in tiie cold last time," be said, '1 
bad oil tenperature but no oil pressure until I clinked iq) high. Man, 
yau live in a deep freeze!" 

All kinds of mail and packages. Some extra warm mittens and 
rrukluks from brother Jake. Two small bag; of nuts with a tag, stale 
nuts tor squirrels. 

Ri^t away 1 reineirbered a story Hope Carrithers liked to 
telL A little boy was watching another little boy eat a big red apple. 
"Can I have the core?" he asked. The other boy answered, 'Ain't 
gDMia be no core." That is v/bat I will tell the squirrels. They can't 
read, and they don't know nuts are for squirrels ar^way. 

A new pair of Eddie Bauer shoe pacs from Spike. Cookies 
from home. Some special peanut brittle. My order from Sears, 
vMch included some new stoveppe. And last but not least, a big 
package from brother Jake — a cast-iron fog rack fcr rr^' fireplace. 

1 popped some com and broke out the can of peanut brittle. 
\\c s\\ apped yams and 1 worked on n^' outgaing mail wMe Babe 
lowered the can of peanut brittle. 

"Onfy that mjch," he grinned, holding his thuab and forefinger 
about ftree inches apart. He said Mary would be tickled with flie 
big wooden spoon, the stirring spocm, and the foit I had made for 
her. 

"That is a pretty little strip from the air," he said, "and them 
spmce tps make the landing easier." 

On the first flp of the prop the T-Craft engine started. "May 
bring the mission ^Is next trip" he shouted, and oflFhe wirared, 
clinl)ing last toward the rid^. 

1 looked at n^' fency mittens and niikluks. The chaDer^ of 
keeping warm at Twin Lakes is gone even though the temperature 



may drop to se\enty below. Hiese hand and foot coverings have 
plumed the wealmess in n^ protectioa 

I don"t know why I waste time worrying about the sqimreL 
He'll probably die of old a^. I saw him bounce across the 
woodshed roof today. He mjst tave been smart enou^ to move 
out just ahead of the weasel moving ia 

Somehow I never seem to tire of just standirg and boking 
down the lake orxjp at the mountains in tte evening ewn if it is cold. 
If this is the way folks feel inside a church, I can understand -why 
they^. 

I wish brother Jake could be here to see the red gbwing 
on the cast-iron rack. 

uFebruary 27th. Plus twen^six degrees and driving snow. 
While the kettle of Bma beans was bubbling on the fire, I 
opened rr^ tin-bending shop. I made some cows out of g^s cans 
for iiT/ pans. 

I noticed that a piece of moose meat I had put out for the 
magiies was g>ne. While working in the woodsted, I heard a sharp 
little bark. It was the weasel in the wDod^ile toying to scare me 
away from the moose meat he had dragged there. Mai^ times he 
bariced, stabbing his head out from difeent places in the juable of 
split spnjce. When I feft, there he was, sitting vpr^ like a fence 
picket 

uFebruary 28th. No wind. Plus twenty-ei^ degrees and 
overcast. 

February gone. That didn't take bi^ Still flie snow depth 
stays at twenty-seven inches at ny checking statioa It settles 
between snow^. 

mMarch 2nd. Plus eighteen degrees. With a fiill moon, I don't 
understand it continues so mild. 

Last ni^ before turning in, I went out on the ice to cover the 
Walter hole and check the baited hook 1 liad left dangling just off the 
bottom The line pulled heavy with throbbing tugi. The gas lantern 
lifted the vrater to tie bottom of tie ice thi"ee feet down, and 
beyond. The fish was struggling down there, eyes a^ow, a pale lake 
trout, fins and tail nearfy vi4iite and the spots on its sides barety 



visible. It was icy to the touch as I flopped it out on the snow. 

I vms anxbus to see w^iat tte trout measured so I hurried to 
the cabia A good sixteen inches. I spilled water into n^ dish pan 
and put the feh into it. It struggled to swim, trying to turn end for 
end. I decided fliat a beautiful trout like this bebnggd sixty feet 
down in ihe clear, cold water of Ihe lake. I couldn't see it browning 
intheskilleL 

Gentfy I sl5)ped the trout through the thin skin of ice cohering 
most of the wat^hole. Around and around it swan^ attracted to the 
bri^ light. I bft, and when I retumed a \n4iile later it was gone. No 
doubt as the trout descended once more into the blackness, it felt as 
if it had been to the moon and back. 

The snow was in good shape for a tnp and the weather was 
feiring up, so off I went on the webs, down the lake. I could barefy 
see the weave ofn^ last snowshoe trail, and it was important that I 
foDow it Save the eflfort of breaking a new trail in the deep snow. I 
soon came ipon the tracks of a wolverine crossing fiom Low Pass 
Creek over to Hnerson Creek. That animal covers a bt of nibs. 
No doubt it had come fiom the \alby of the Kigjk. 

I found some caribou, too. They were in single file crossing a 
slide of bose rock that the winds had bbwn bare, few antbrs 
in flie bunch. One of them had onfy one antler. I saw him shake his 
head as if trying to ^t rid of it 

The connecting stream was nearfy cbsed. This vras surprising 
v^4ien it was wide open at My bebw. It nust have been the big 
wind after the last snow that did it The water vras cold enou^ to 
free2E, and did when wind bbwn snow choked the flow. 

Two sheep were etched sharpfy on a crag a^inst a salmon- 
colored sunset. 

My birds greeted me wten I retumed. One took a meat scr^ 
out of n^ hand, then pecked me on the fii^ as lach as to say, 
"Who's afiaid?" 

wMarch 3rd. Overcast and phis twenty-seven degrees. Snow 
curling from the peaks like smoke. 

SunK^ bathing cabin at ten- fifteen This had not happened 
in several months. There was that big golden ball breaking throu^ 
the overcast, high enou^ to shine through the deep gunsight noteh 
on the shoulder of Cowi^Peak. Soon it winked out again behind 
flie slant ofboulders. At twelve-ten it came out a^in just bebw the 



peak. A few more days and there wiD be sunshine on the bgs from 
ten o'clock to five- thirty. 

Tonight the fldl moon is trying to frd holes in the cbud cover. 

mMarch 4th. Plus twenty^four degrees. 
A trq) the lake on this clear day. Rocks rattling down 

the mountains now and then were the first hints of spring. I passed 
the slopes for bear tracks but saw none. A fi-esh wolverine track 
was headed way. Running his circuit probab^ on both sides of 
iTE. Maybe I will catch si^t of him yet. Very \rann in the sun but 
cool in the shadow of the mountain as I six)v«hoed back to the 
cabia 

A stran^r vras perched near the top of a spruce. Gray and 
round headed, yellow e>es — a hawt owl He dropped sibrtfy 
fiom his fookout, and in a bi^ swoop, glided 14) country with a 
camp robber in hot pursuit. 

mhdarch 5th. Plus twen^-six degrees. 
The ttack of the wolverine a^in, this time behind the cabin at 
the fcot of the hunp in the spruce tinber Headed ip country in his 
usual sidewise bpe. I followed him for a spelL Here he would sbw 
to a walk to investigate beneath low hanging branches or a 
blowdown, and tlien off again on the trot. He makes his living on 
what others leave behind. He leaves his sign but I never see this 
phantomof flie wildemess. 

A strong wind makes ftris evening a good one to appreciate 
n^ shelter. 

wMarch 10th. Plus thirty-two degrees. This weather will mess 
around until it is too late to get cold again until next winter. 

I was washing dishes when I heard a warblir^caB, like a cabin 
robber but nxtchbuder. It was a bird I had never seen befbre, light 
gray over all, with darker back and tal A black str^) ran fiom the 
base of its slightfy curved beak right throu^ its eye like a mask. 
bird book says it's a Northwestern shrike. 

Easy pickit^ fer the sheep now, as nuch of the b^ pasture is 
free of snow. 

Hk sound of a plane intempted n^ wood splitting. Slq^ping 
into Twin Lakes Intematbnal Airport w^ the little black plane. I 



hadn't expected Babe for a week, and n^ clean- of the cabin not 
complete! 

Wtere were the mission girls? He would bring them next trip. 
Lots of mail and packa^s. 

Brother Jake nust come up here and he^ me eat these 
groceries he sends. Here's a box of Band- Aids in case I tangle wilh 
a bear. Some bum ointmert for the bright days ahead. And a bottle 
of aspirins for a broken leg How about tha(? 

I finished m/ oulgoir^ mail about the same time Babe finished 
flie popcorn. Nice wealher down at Lake Clait. The rivos were 
opening ip. Airfield at IBamna in bad sh^ and no mail fiom there 
in a week. 

Babe was thinking serious^ of building a bg chicken house. 
From the nunter of questions about and putting them together, 
I suspect all I have to do is hint and I would have a job. 

Babe reminded me that caribou season cbses March 31st 
When he came again, we night bok for one. 

I gave him clearance for takeo^ and oflFhe went in a swirl of 
snow. 

With all this gear I have been accumlatit^ that cache is a 
rrust. Spike's cabin can't take nuch more. 

I heard a 8y buzzing around. It landed on a log to soak ip the 
sun. I hung the thermometer next to it. The mercury stopped 
clinl>ing at serenly-six degrees, hi the shade it read for^two 
degrees. 

I mended snomhoes. Ihey rea% needed attention TO 
snow ruins the webs in no time. 

wJ}vkirch Uth. Plus filteen degrees. 

I am lakebound until snowshoe webbir^ dry t^ as a 
drum head. It is inpossibfe to travel in the brush without them I 
have gven the webs a coating of pofyirethane. 

A good day to cateh ip on the woodpile. 

mMarch 12th. Plus twenty-three degrees. Another few inches 
of snow diring the night 

I have been curious to see how inch ice there is on the bwer 
lake. Packing ice chisel and shovel, I headed for n^ 
ej^rimental area. Tte top six inches of the lake ice seem to be the 
hardest Farther down I made good time. Forty-four inches wten I 



broke through. Ei^ inches more lhan the v^pper lake. Satisfied with 
what I liad learned, I headed back to the cabin for lima beans and 
sourdough biscuits. 

uMjrch 13th. Plus sixteea Snowing 

Today was the day to give that fency can of Sears 
potyuretfaane wnish a workout. I kept the fireplace g)ing and the 
door open &r good ventilation Everything ttat could take ramish 
g3t the fill] treatiTEDt — the counter, the table, the shelves, the 
window ledges, the wash bench. They all took on a shiny look. By 
midaltemoon everything was dry, and I put thin^ back where tley 
bebn^d. Let those mesion girls come now! 

The lake is beginning to conplain a^in after a long quiet spel 

mMurvh 15th. Clear, cairn, and minus twenty-eight de^es. 
Spring five day^ away, but this country doesn't know it 

Agood day to try out n^ GJ. naJdiks and nittens. Nothing 
spectacular sheared during ny trp along the slopes. No big ^me 
at all, a few spruce grouse and sons ptam^m. I saw the tracks of 
a tynx and porcipine tracks in the big cottonwood grove. I can do 
without porcLpines. Their teeth ruin the handles of tools left in the 
wrong places. 

The connecting stream is now open end to end. 

I nust gjve the niikluks and the mittens a hi^ peribrmance 
rating 

mMcirch J6lh. Clear and calm Minus twenty-two degrees. A 
veil of overcast is robbing the sun of its power. 

Last night at ten o'cbck I saw streaks in the night sky to the 
north and the northeast I put on rr^ cold- weather cbthes and went 
out on the ice to vratch the show. It was the best I have seen A 
weaving curtain of green hut^ owr the Glacier Creek couiAy, 
spreading lar^ one moment and shrinking small the next. Streaks of 
red, yellow, and green shot like searchli^t beams to a point 
overhead. Clouds of colored H^t like brilliant fog patches blinked 
on and off All alone in the subzero cold, with the heavens on fire 
and the ice cracking and crashii^ around me. A savage scene, and 
one to remenber. 



uMm:h 19th. Plus twenty-seven d^rees. Dancing flakes of 
snow benealh a gray sky. 

I acconplished something today. At last all the canp robbers 
will take scraps from fin^rs. Today the old wteran with the 
spots on his head decided to get into the act. He had been watching 
liis two companions from his perch on tlie spmce-bnck horns just 
above rrry' head. His mind and body seemed willing to take the 
plunge tow ard the scrap I held out to Iran, but his feet wouldn't let 
go of the perch. He gyrated and nearfy bst his balance. Final^he 
dropped to hand fi>r a split second and left in panic with flie 
meatscr^. It will be easier next time. 

The waterhole isn't cfosing in as fest as before. The ice- 
making season is just about over. 

On one of n^ trps 1 had noticed a hu^ burl on a dead spruce 
tree. Today 1 wouki ga back and salvage it. A king-si^d one it 
was, measuring itmty inches by twenty- seven inches and about 
fourteen inches ttrick. I slabbed it with a four-inch cut next to the 
iree, then a fliree-incli cut The c^ would be about seven inches 
deep, and peihq)s fromlhat I could carve a bowl Plenty of sawing, 
and wMe I sawed, the wind picked ^xp. By one-thirty in the 
afternoon I ™s finished. 

Two slabs on the packboard and in for lunch. Back a^in for 
the cap and the tools. Now the wind w^as howling and wailing 
through the bou^s. 

I removed the bark from rry prize burl sectbns witli tlie sliarp 
block plane. The slabs will make interesting table tops. Wliile 1 
woiked in the woodshed, the three camp robbers came be^ig, 
and I had to ^ some meat screws for than. Ihey get so cjcited 
they can hardfy vrait their turn to come to n^ hand— sometimes two 
at once. 

To celebrate the first day of spring tomorrow, I will take ajar 
ofbluebemes fiTomn^ underground cooler box. 

wMarch 24th. Dense fog and a plus four degrees. 
A fox misses very little in his prowling^ among the snow drifts. 
One has been in and out fiie brush neai" the big chunk of moose 
meat bait, and he laiows exactly what he is doing. He watches the 
mag)ies as they wteck away at the fixjzen msat with their bills. 
They hop avray with hard-earned morsels and buty than in flie 
snow. Back they come, beaks wtte to the eyes, to peck and twist 



away some more. And the fox patient^ waits to make his rounds of 
their storage places, to gi4> the bite- size pieces. Maybe that's what 
the conversation of tiie mag:iies is all about when they find out wbat 
the red pii^ate lias done. 

The ptarmigan are talking on the sbpes. Their voices sound 
Hke the croaking of fiogs. 

M-March 26th. Pkis twenty-feur degrees. An inch of snow as 
diy as powder during the ni^t. 

A good day to check the snow register and see who sigted in 
recent^. I was about a rrnle ip the lake wten the sound of a plane 
pulled me short It was Babe all right Had he brou^ the 
mission girb this time? 

When I reached the cabin, Babe was unloading a fiiont quarter 
of caribou He had brought his rifle abng There were tbouseffids of 
caribou just beyond the mountains. He had landed on a small lake, 
where caribou were all around. He had butchered three — tlK limit 
— dressed them out to cool, and carre on here hoping the day 
would get colder and the snow better for takeoif with a heavy bad. 

I told him I had plenty of meat left and nust get it used ip 
before vmra weather. Others at Port Alsworth could use it more 
than I, so we foaded the shoulder into the little Black Bird agaia He 
hadn't e4>ected to be out tins way, so the nissiMi giite were still 
back at the missioa He stayed for a short while, then he started 
thinking about sometfiing ^tting to the caribou before he did, and 
off he went. 

The sun was warm and the eaves drpped. A bald eagle 
soared past I wonder ifhe spotted the moose bait? 

wMarch 27th. Plus five degrees. The sky not as bbe as it 
should be. Looks like the weather is about to change. 

I went down to the fower end of the lower lake to check on 
the caribou and see if their new antlers were showing yet. 

I crossed the trail of two wolves traveling side by side. They 
looked as thov^ tiiey were headed for dieep country. Do they 
change their menu now and then? Babe says they prefer moose to 
caribou 

From the mouth of a car^n I ^ssed down country and 
found a big spread of caribou about three miles bebw the bwer 
end of the lake. I spotted another bunch cbsei; and they told me 



wiiat I wanted to know. Most had no antlers at all, but a few 
showed knobby stubs about three inches long. 

It was getting late. It would take three hours of steady g^ing to 
get back home, a^inst a breeze that chased the powder snow over 
the crust. 

There were big tracks near the maa>ie bait wbm I returned. A 
pigeon-toed waik and toes spread out wide — the wolverine. Not a 
bit bashfijl, he had nosed around the barrel witti the moose meat in 
it Tomorrow I will track him 

Before I went to bed I dropped a heavy chunk of moose meat 
into the snow. 

wMarch 28th. Cbudy and plus twenty- live degrees. 

It seemed as though I had no more than turned in last ni^ 
wten it was da>1i^. I looked out. The moose chunk ™s ^ne. 

After breakfest I followed the fiesh trail ^ing tow^d Hope 
Creek. A few ircose hairs on the snow told me I was on the ri^ 
track. Across tlie creek it wound, into frie brush headed toward 
Cow^ C-reek. Not once liad tlie woKcriiie sel tlie load in the 
snow. Finally in a gu% I saw a blood-stained patch on the packed 
snow, and a chunk of bone. A bit ferther he had stopped to eat 
again. The ma^ies were he^^ing. They were atead of me, picking 
ip crun±)s at the third feeding place. 

I found two beds in the snow and a fiesh track leading oa The 
wolverine clinl)ed hi^ier as he headed down country. I probabfy 
had been discovered. He had stopped now and then on a high 
place to look back over Ms traiL 

At a point with a good comnand up and down tlie lake, I 
took a stand and studied n^ surroundings with the binoculars. Nine 
head ofsheep were i|) on iheed^ofthe big pasture. Thenlsaw 
something on the Ke, about halfway out The wolwrine was 
crossing to tl^ fer side. Throu^ the lenses I could see the cream- 
colored strpes on his dark back, ttat rocking-horse gait as he 
loped, stopping often to look back. He clinbed the bank of the fer 
side. One last look back, then he disappeared into the tinter. 

1 spent tiie afternoon fettening up tiie woodpile. In tiie evening 
I took more moose n'eat out of the ban"el and tied it to tlie front end 
of the sled. As the meat gjes, so goes the sled. My cabin is wdiere 
the action is these days. 



wMarch 29th. I wonder if this morning's minus-one will be the 
last below- zero reading this spring? 

The sbd and moose bait were as I left it last evening. 1 found 
fresh wolverine tracks on the point the lake from the cabia He 
came back, but he was circling as if suspicious of a handout. 

All throu^ the day 1 heard the thump of felling rocks, and now 
and then a rolling roar that signaled a snow slide. I watched snow 
pouring over the led^ of Crag Mountain, like water over a feDs. 

The sun sets one diameter higher on the sbpe of Falls 
Mountaia In a moiih it will be dropping behind the peak. 

tMarch 31st. Fogs'. snow drifting down at plus twerty- 

five deg'ees. 

What a siiprise wto I looked out! yfy sled was pulled 
a^inst ihe wilbw brush on the point a good liAly feet from 
liad left it. The skunk bear had returned in the night. 

/Vtter breakfest I went to investi^te. Tracks and the brushing 
strokes of a broad tail showed nuch bracing of feet, pulling, and 
}™king. It iiad been upgrade all the w^y. The snow was packed 
and soiled with blood at the end of the rope. He cleaned ip 
everytfair^ or took w4iat was left. I had tied Ihe rope around tte 
moose hindquarter and the foop ym still on the rope aid. AVhat I 
need is a silent alarm system to wake me wMe the raid is in 
progress. 

That evening I heard suspicbus sounds. I rushed out with n^' 
flashlight and there was the wolverine about 200 feet out on tte ice, 
his eyes blaang in the beam He didn't seem in any paiticular hurry 
as he aniiled toward Hope Creek tlats, stopping often to stare at 
me. An animal of about thirty pounds or more, witli the coirbined 
mamerisnB of a skunk and a small bear. 

I would be reatfy if he came a^in in the night. 1 roped some 
more moose meat to the sled and pariced it on the ice oi4 from flie 
wateAole. From the sled I ran a bi^ cord ip the path to Ihe cabin 
and throu^ the kitehen window. 

When I turned in tor the niglit, 1 wrapped a coiple of tums of 
the cord around n^' wrist. If the wolwrine took off with the sled, I 
would not be fer behind. 

wApril 1st. Fo^y. Plus twenty-two deg"ees. 
I rea% couldn't sleq) last night tinnkii^ about the wolverine. 



At ten-thirty in the dark cabin I rested rty elbows on tlie counter 
and peered out on the moonlit apron of the lake. It was a little 
before midni^t when he came, around the point of willow brush 
abng rn/ snomhoe trail to where the bait had been the day before. 

He loped a tew steps, tten stopped with head bw as if 
listening, adranced in a rppling motion, stopped a^ia Suddenly he 
"chickened out" and retreated, but spun around to advance a^ia 
He repeated tins performance sewral times until his ^petite 
overmled his judgment 

He jerked sava^ty at the bait. The line ti^tened. The sled 
didn't bud^. Tbe runners were frozen fest to the ice. He decided to 
eat ri^t there and I watched him working over the bait. 

I had fresh batteries in m/ flashli^t. I eased the window to a 
more open position, laid the barrel of the flashli^ flat on the led^ 
and flicked on the switch. His eyes sparkled Kke blue diamonds 
in the bright swath at one 100 feet. 

Then he did a strange thing Es went back to his eatii^ as if 
the ligli was nothing unusial at al He fed gluttonous^, looked at 
the li^t, then turned his back to it. A few minutes later he loped 
away tifiy feet or more, on^ to return and feed a^in. 1 studied his 
beautifrif pelt, all powdered with snow, in the ^are of the li^ until 
he tinall>' left with a heavy belfy. 

This iTDming 1 vms awake at five. Just as 1 unwrapped the 
alarm cord from m/ wrist, it went hissing over the window led^. 1 
jurtped out of the bunk and saw the wolverine at the bait. Tliere 
was some slack in the meat line attached to the sled, so he had 
picked vp the meat and headed off down the Itdce wten the line 
attached to the sled brought himip short. 

Tbe sound of the cord running out over the window ledge 
spooked him, and he probabfy heard me stirring around, too. Afier 
marp/ starts and stops to fook back, he headed up the lake, then 
veered into the brash. 

Later on 1 tbund his tracks all over the place. He is definite^ a 
trail traveler. Every time he hits one of n^ snow^hoe trails, he 
foDows it wterever it winds. He even runs his own tracks a second 
time. 

Stran^ly, although his tracks are all around n^ mortar-mixit^ 
tub bottom-side-ip over tte meat barrel, he made no effi)rt to ^t 
the moose quarter beneath it. A very li^ push would tip off the tub 
and ejqiose the meat. 

He nust kiww it is the ermine's territory. If an eniiine weighed 



thiily-live pounds too, he would have a wolveriie fer break&st 
e\eiy morning. 

I cut a hole in the ice 200 yards out wtere the snow co\er is 
kept shallow by the wind. The ice was forty-three inches thick over 
280 feet of w^ter. 

mApril 4th. Clear and calm Minus two degrees. 

I was avrakened last ri^ with a yanlc. Tlie line flew oft' ny 
wrist, and the spool to which the line was attached skittered over 
the gravel floor. I snubbed up and stopped whoever was pulling on 
the other end. He had turned the sled and ™s pulling it down 
country. He weit about fifiy feet before I stopped him 

Ihen started the tug of war. I hauled tie meat chunk n^' way, 
him right on top of it with Hs front paws, his head shaking frtmi side 
to side as he tore at flie hide and nuscle of the 1^ bone. I pulled 
him ny vray until the sled stopped me because it had turned 
crosswise. Tben I would give him line and he would pull it smoking 
over the snow. 

I snubbed tlie line to a shelf bracket and set m/ spotting 
scope. With the aid of the flashli^ I got a cbse bok. Hiere he 
was, the king of the weasel fimify, with short, rounded ears, teeth 
bared and glistening, niE2fe wrirJded like an angry chow, eyes 
bla2ingblue — a sighttoremeni)er. Ahnptfyhe quitthe stn^gle and 
bped out into flie blackness. 

I followed his tracks this morning. I found he had bedded 
down under a srmll spruce wliere the needles were dry. I had 
intempted his sleep, as vras revealed by fresh tracks ip the sbpe. 

1 could hear water running today under the ice and snow of 
Hope Creek. 

wApril 6th. Phis twenty-two degrees. Overcast. 

My alann cord stin^d me a^in about midni^t. The wolverine 
was within My feet of the kitehen window, moving powerful^ from 
side to side and strpping meat from the hide. It was quite dark with 
no moon shining, only fee \\iiiteness of the snow. When I caught 
him in the beam of the flashl^ he glared at me momentarify, but 
the light seemed too imch for him and he bped with short rolling 
leaps into the dark. 

This morning I spotted him coming across the lake. From his 
^neral direction I tboi^ I knew wliere he was headed. As soon 



as he was out of sight, I ran for the cabin, grabbed my movie 
camera and snowshoes, and sb^d throu^ the tinter to cut him 
off Surely he would cross Hope Creek on the same track as 
before. A blurred rrDvement through the scattering of spruce, and 
there he was, rocking abng his Irafl. Not nuch of a picture at 200 
yards, but im;h satisfection in that I had guessed his mo\e. 

uApril llth. Partb/ cbudy. Plus twenty- four degrees. 

For the past several evenings I have tried to live-trap the 
wolverine. I built \\y trap out of the two halves of the ffly-^llon 
drurr^ hin^d on one side so the weired ipper half would lift in a 
cocked positiHi and slam shut wten the bait trig^r pulled. I 
had visions of one mad wohOTC. I %ired he had more guts than 
brains, and Ws guts would ^t him into the jackpot. First ^t the 
meat, then ^t out of the trap, that would be his phibsophy. But he 
never cams, and finalfy I wrote him off as being on his delayed 
circuit caBs beyond the mountains. 

This morning as I came from woodsplitting detail, I saw a red 
fox near the live trap and tlie n\")ose bait tied on a line. Wl^ the fox 
didn't see me w^ hard to understand. I froze. Just like a red fox 
would do with a fet hen fiom the chickm jard, he snatched the 
meat in his jaws and 1 out for the bnish. 

He didn't figure on the line being tied on the other end, and 
wten the slack ran out, the line wb^ped tight, the meat flew out of 
his mouth. He calm^ turned around as nuch as to say, "Why, of 
course. You have to untie it first." hi less than five seconds he was 
trotting triumphant^ to the brush wilh the meat. I boked at the 
cord. It was cut as if with a knife. How about that for being smart 
as a tbx? 

Later I clin4)ed the ladder to the cabin roof and rapped the 
sto\epipe a few Bcks to knock down some soot and make the 
stove draw better I happened to bok down the lake. Something 
black vras on the ice. I scrarrbled down the ladder for n^' 
binoculars, through wliich I saw a big black wolf with a wiiite pateh 
on his chest and anolhra- one, light-colored, tying down near the 
shore. 

No doubt they saw ive, but couldn't figin^ out wbat they were 
looking at. They hunched on the ice quite a ways ^art, then 
decided they had come cbse enoi^ to this strai^ness. Off they 
went toward Eteson Creek. 



uApril 16th. A crust on ihe snow. Scattered cbuds. Plus 
twenty- five degrees. 

It has been more than three weeks now since Babe was last 

here. 

This morning the beating of wings startled me. Spruce grouse 
were moving throi^i, wliirrirg fiom ttee to tree. I saw the rooster 
puflfed vp Ice a baDoon on the snow, tail fenned and wing ^ 
dragging as he drifed ova the crust. He ignored me complete^. 
Skin patches were tufted above his eyes like br^ red flowers. The 
feathers on his neck stood strai^ out. His 6n tail flicked and 
winked almost as if it were rotating, and he made a noise that 
sounded Hlce two pieces of fine sandpaper mbbing toother. 

As he came within two feet of me he stopped, shrugged his 
inflated body and flpped his tail in a ^sture that seemed to say, 
"Step aside, Bud, and let a man past." And off he strutted over the 
snow. In the shadows of the spruce the females seemed absolute^ 
bored wifli fte entire perfi>rmance. 

The old rooster feels spring coming on strong. That's a good 

sigp. 

mApril 1 7th. Plus thirty-five degrees. The icicles dr5)ping. 

I saw the weasel for the firet tine in several weeks. I do 
believe he is starting to turn to his summer coat It is ^ttit^ cream- 
colored in places. 

When I was up on the Cowgjll benches boking for ptarmi^n. 
Babe came. He was unbading on the ice wten I reached the cabin 
All kinds of sipplies. Mary had started plants in her g-eenhouse. 
His bo}^ were cutting house b^. Yes, flx)se little spruce grouse 
roosters this time of the year will walk vp and peti you on the 
shoe. Ptarmigan wiH do the same. And a man could tame a 
wolverine if he had bte of meat. Babe knew of one that had packed 
a trapper's snowshoes away and the trapper never did find them 
Oh yes, he just mi^ be back on Sunday with the one-eighty and 
bring the nissbn girls. 

I had heard that before. 

mApril 19th. Plus ei^teen degrees. Cfear and cahn 
He did come back! Babe in tte one-ei^ity, with passen^rs! 
Surety he had brou^ the missbn girls. I counted three others 



besides Babe, a man and two women. 

Babe had broii^t his wife, Mary, and a young school teacher 
and his wife. The mission gjrls couldn't ^t away today. 

We had a nice visit. Mary toasted marshmallom in the 
fireplace for all hands. Babe suggested the young coiple sing a song 
or two. Bolh had strong clear voices and the soi^ were l^mns, of 
coiffse. There sat Babe basking in the vranrih of the fire, his head 
bowed, his eyes cbsed as if asleep in fee Hereafier. Surcfy he 
eigoyed the singing more than ai^one. 

The teacher left to take some pictures of n^ cabin, and no 
sooner had he left than he returned. He was noticeabfy ejteited. "A 
bird lit in n^ hand," he said. 

I got out the can of meat scraps, and the teacher and his wife 
were like little children as they held out their hands and the birds 
cametofhem 

They sanpled some of blueberries fiom the cooler box. 
Better than fiiesh picked, they said. 

Babe grinned at me as he clinfced into the pilot's seat 'I'll 
bring the nexttrp,"he said. 

They all waved, and off they went over flie ice. 

uApril 22nd. Fog halfivay down the mountains. Plus twenty 
degrees and cahn 

I clirrted ip past the hump and picked a two-pound coffie 
can of big, firm, dull red cranberries. I dumped them into a pan to 
cook them in their own juice. I stirred the berries around a bit and 
picked out the sticks, itdss, and leaves. A fistllil of su^ was next, 
followed with a shot of com syrup, a few wooden spoonfis of 
Mrs. Butterworth's synp, and a ^nerous spill of honey. Soon the 
potion was bubbling away. I mashed the plunp berres with the 
spatula. Whwi the mixture cooled, I poured it off into empty bottles. 
Now those sourdoi^ would have an elegant topping in flie 
morning. 

A strange object appeared halfivay ip the slope of Allen 
Mountain just under the rock outcrops. It charged shades. It \ras a 
bear. I ran for the big spotting scope. Sure enou^ a big bfonde 
bear and then another, chocolate color, and another, until there 
were three standing half as tall as the mother Cubs, but not this 
5«ar's. 

They were digging tor roots or ground squimeb and rattling an 



occasional boulder down into the tirrber. Now and then I could 
hear a growing feDowed by the cubs bawling their answers. I saw 
one cub start a rock g)ing and stand ttere spraddle-le^d 
tbOowing its progress as if conlenplating the wonder he had 
wrought. If they made as inich racket all the time, it would be no 
trouble locating this crew at work. Tbe last 1 saw of them the old 
mother had lain down nearly on her back, and the little gi^ moved 
in for Slipper. 

A bunch of sheep bedded down on the skykic h^ above 

them 

It is good to see beai"s on the mountain again — a mother and 
three fine-boking cubs. Good conpai^ for a man out here. 

uApril 23rd Cahn and pbs twenty-one degrees. Moon nearmg 
ihehaK 

I spent the day folbwing a fresh wolf track to the ipper end of 
the lake and beyond. 

I saw a cow moose and calf leaving the country. Very 
iiteresting wlien 1 came to where the wotf track intersected with 
their trail The cow had led her >*earling down the running creek. 1 
foind wtere she had crossed over two ice brid^. This was 
definite evidence of the wisdom of the wild. She had succeeded, 
tenporarity at least, in ^vii^ flie wolf the SI5) by taking to the water. 

Mai^' ptarmigan in the wiDow fiats, a regular conv^itioa The 
roosters are foil of cackle, with bright red splashes over their eyos, 
their heads and necks a gHnting copper cobr. They are fiist coning 
out of winter pluma^. 

Those cubs are wrestling and rolling like balls on the grassy 
sbpes. Such cartying-on ip there in the high country. 

Several ea^ sailed tiie thermal ipdrafe this evening There is 
a wild freedom about Iheir presence. 

mApril 24th. Fifteen degj^ees. 
The fells across flie lake is trickling a very tii^ stream 
A wed^ of about fi^ swans fiew h^ and rained their nusic 
down on the land. Th^ sound happy to be back. 
Time to retire the snovrehoes. 

uApril 30th. Thirty-three degrees. A strong breeze down the 



lake. 

I spotted the bear iainify a^in today. TTie cubs were playing 
"King of the HiM" on a snowbank. One of the little gi^ put on quite 
a show, wattang with a small cottonwood. He tried to clini) a lar^r 
one wilh no apparent success. Hie old mother appears to be 
unconcerned about Iheir antics, but the way she tips and tosses that 
nuzde into the air, you know she is on the alert all the time. 

Ants on the ice— but in the glasses they were caribou, five 
head trailing across fiom the grawl barit tow^ Emeison Creek. 

When they disappeared, I decided it was time &r an Emerson 
Creek patrol Off I went over the ice. 

Bear tracks were mixed with the caribou tracks in the gravel I 
moved on to the top of the rise and saw about thirty-five cows — 
but no calves yet. 

Two caribou bulls on the flats, with new antlers more than a 
foot high. 

A small trickle of water courses beneath the ice flakes on the 
imd baits. The clear song of a robin is heard now and thea 
The days of snow and ice are njnbered. 



CHAPTER FIVE 



..breakup 



■Miy 4th. Feathers of bbwing snow. Thirty-two degrees. 

Back in late Noventer I had cut cache bgs at the fer side 
of Hope Creek, about forty of then^ and I had peeled tte frozen 
bark with a drawiaiife. These bgs were four to six inches throu^ at 
the biitt. I liad cut four other heavier logs about lifteen teet king and 
seven inches in diameter at the butt, and peeled them also. These 
would be n^' stilts to hold the cache aloft. The had been 
seasoning an this time. 

It is my birthday today. I spent it chasing the bear fen% and 

obli^ with wtet I hope will be some fine pictures. 

This evening the robins are singing. 

For n^' special sipper, a thick ram steak fried in a salted 
skiDet. Red in the middle with the juices running all over the plate. 
Bluebemes for dessert. 

Tills country makes a man youn^r tlian his birthdays. 

wMay 6lh. Tliirty-tive degrees. A light bree^ down the lake. 
I was iqi at torn". I looked out, and there under the ti"ees no 
more than thirty- live feet from the cabin door was the lai^pst rabbit 
I haw ever se&a. in n^ life, at least two feet taD. It was still snow 
\^liite exc^t fcr a daik trace in its eais. It had to be an arctic hare. 
Its ears woiked like a pair of scissors and its nose twitched as if 
with an itch within it couldn't reach. Then it flowed into motion, 
traveling like a ^st off into the shadows. 

■Miy 7th. An inch of snow during the n^ Clear, calm, and 
twenty degrees. 

Tracks of Siper- Rabbit outside n^' cabin door. Still a gDod 
tracking snow, so I decided to find out something about him He 
was a busy rabbit. The snow was all packed down around some 
willow briLsh where he had ted. Then I caire to tlK smooth, snow- 
covered creek ice, which mist have been a speedway to him He 
realty ^t into hi^ gear. I measured a good fourteen feet between 
the tracks of the hind feet His hind foot track, wtere he sat down, 



iTEasiired a shade better than six inches in length and a strong two 
and a quarter inches in width. Hie arctic hare is no midget. 

Today I would see about the postholes ibr n^ cache stilts. 
The ground was not nearly as frozen as I had thou^, but many 
rocks made &r hard diggjng. I packed w^ter and dunped it into the 
hobs. This he^ed some. I decided to let the water set in the frost to 
hasten the thawit^ 

I cut heavy stilt poles to let^ The cache will sit at least 
nine feet off ground level, which shDuld put it better than five feet 
above the winter snows. I plan to an^ the stilts in a bit and run the 
ipper ends at least two feet up into the comers of the inside of the 
cache. This should make the cache itself solid on the stilts without 
side bracing. 

To set the stilts at an an^ and extend the ipper ends into the 
cache comers, I would have to make a bend about two and a half 
feet fiom the upper end of each post. After a few unsuccessfiil 
e5q)erimeiits, I gave 14) and sawed off the post ends, and just hewed 
a flat place on which to anclxir the little house to its platfimn 

Like the cabin and the firq)lace, I can see the cache ip on flie 
poles. 

uMjy 8th. Snow showers. Thirty degrees. 
Akettle of lima beans bubbled on the stove wMe I deepened 
postholes. 

Babe came sliding in on the skis. Somelhir^ veiy special this 
time, a fency chocolate cake. Sister Fbrence had sent Babe's wife 
money to bake me a birthday cake. 

1 popped a pan of popcorn in some bacon gi'ease, and soon 
we were mjnching away. No, he hadn't seen arctic hares around 
Lake Claik. He might bring the mission ^Is out to see n^' cabin 
one of these days, maybe while the ice vras still good. Afier a slice 
of birthday cake, le took offin a swirl of snow and dis^)peared 
over the volcanic mountains. 

I read n^ mail and went back to rny poslhole project. The 
holes are now thirty- two inches deep. 

I rmst sprinkle a fresh coat of gravel on rry itoor and the path 
out front. That threat of the nission girls aiiiving causes ine no end 
of extra laundry, not to mention dusting and keeping ihings in 
reasonable order. 

I can hear the sound of the small waterfell over on Falls 



Moijitaiti this evening 



uMiy 9th. The sun lighted flie cabin at four-thirty this 
morning. Soon the sun will clear the mountains conpleteV and there 
will be sunshine in flie valley aH day. 

I watched a chickadee going in and out of a knothole in the big 

spruce near the clothesline. Instead of packing material in, she was 
packing it out, rotten wood from iaside the tree. Should be a nest 
there soon. Today the frozen snow sparkles with the blaze of 
biUions of diamonds. Aveiy wide wedge of snow-wliite swans flew 
against the dark bbe sky. Caribou bulls on the ipper end of the 
lake. Mar^ sheep on the mountains. Lanbit^ time draws near. 

wMay 10th. Twenty-six degrees. Hope Creek broke fhrou^ 
the ice today and flowed on top down abng the fir side. 

Apair of hoaiy rec^oDs. The little male boks as if he had a 
can of red paint spilled on his head and dovm his vest Mai^' small 
birds are here now. An eagle, circling bw abi^ the sbpe, let out a 
vrar cry. Does he do this to ftish his prey out ofhidin^ 

■M^V lith. Saw a sight today. As Babe would say, "Now 
wasn't that something" 

It was a beautifiil sprite morning. I decided to clini> ip 
throi^ Low Pass and take a look at tie Kigjk River country. The 
snow crust kept breaking throu^ but I finally made it over the pass 
to fevorite rocky knoll overlooking the big basin of the Kigik 
River The sunras warm as I glassed the SLaroiindings. 

I picked ip the trail of a bne caribou in tlie lenses arid had just 
caught with the cow \\hen I saw her turning suspicbus^. 
Something else cau^ rr^ e>e — a calf and a very small one. The 
cow was woridng toward me, and on her heels the wobbfy legged 
caK I hoped they would keep corring but the calf lay dowa The 
cow browsed about and finaify settled down beside it. 

She had picked a good place to have her calf There ™s very 
little chance of a wolf finding her here. Soon she was on her feet 
a^iii But at fliat moment I spotted a bear in the snow basia His 
course would take himri^ to them 

The cow saw him and knew it was dan^r She headed n^ 
way, stopping and nudging the calf to felbw. The little one hurried 



as best it could, which was none too fest. The cow trotted and 
waited, trotted and waited. 

Then the bear saw them and broke into a luntiering rm. On 
they came, the calf doing its best with its g3ing in all directions. 
I knew it wouldn't make it. They would pass me at 100 yards abng 
flie top edge of a high bench with an open rock slide fece. 

The bear was coming on fest He would catch the calf near n^' 
stand The end of the bench pitched steqjfy into deep snow and flie 
cow pbughed into it But it was too rach fcr the caK It bo^ed 
down in the snow, calling, How! How! 

The cow stood in the snow at the foot of tte bench, boking 
vp. Still bawling the calf stnig^d to the rocks. On came the bear 
abng the top edge. If I had had flie ou^-six abi^ I would have 
chan^d his mind in a huny. 

Then a strange thing h^pened The bear seemed unaware of 
the calf in font of him His mind was on the cow and he took a 
shortcut across flie slide, rattling rocks down in his haste to ^ to 
her. He passed less than forty feet bebw the caK When he hit the 
snow on the dead run, he pbu^d abng on his mizzle and nearty 
ipended. The cow leaped in panic down the canyon toward the 
upper lake, the bear helter-skelter on her heels. I was shaking with 
the exciteiTEnt of the scene. 

The little calf struggled across the steep, sirow-covered sbpe. 
It bst its balance and collapsed in a heap. As I approached, it lay 
wty still, head outstretched on the st»w. I don't think it was a day 
old. 

As mich as I wanted to comfort the cal^ I decided not to 
bother it. I would v/att for the cow to return W^uld she come 
back? Had the bear cau^ \xp to her? 

Two houm passed and still the calf lay there in the snow. I 
would iTDve it to a patch of dry grass, scent or no. I picked it up. 
The little doe was linp as a rag. I laid her on tte dry mat of g:ass 
and she lay there very stilL Sudden^ she gat to her feet and tottered 
toward the rock slide. This would never do. She started clinfcing 
fester and I cut her off Then she turned and began to grunt and 
came r^ tovrard me. She thought I was her mom I caught her 
and tied her four le^ to^dier with n^ bandanna. I left her resting 
easy in a sheltered warm place and foDowed the bear tracks to the 
head of the canyoa Those big chws were reaSfy di^t^ in and I 
could see the bng leaps tlie cow had taken in the snow. I waited 
and watehed, but saw nothii^ 



Finaify I went back to the little orphaa I could see the red 
bandanna before I saw her. Ihey reaSfy blend in with their natural 

surrounding, I thou^. 

She was gone! The bandanna was still knotted. 1 picked 
her trail and found her bedded down about 100 yards down the 
sbpe. 

It was getting late and it was now snowit^ I hated to leave 
her. What if flie cow did not come back? Had the bear drag^ her 
down? I decided to pack the BttJe girl to cabin, and return with 
her in tlK morning. Iftl^ cow did come back in the ni^ she would 
probab^ stay in tte area for a spelL 

What a tussle! She strug^d and blatted, How! How! as I tied 
her legs toother and pushed her rear end down into the front 
pocket of n^ amiunition bag. She was so small that on^ her neck 
and head stuck out, and I felt like a mother kangaroo with a young 
one peering out of the pou^h. For a time she churned and twisted to 
^ out, calling out. How! How! o\er and over aggia I kept bucking 
the deep snow with the littie noise-maker-sqitirming bebw n^ 
chest. Fina% her struggles lessened and her hows became grurts. 
She be^ to work her mouth. The littie vm ^tting hungry, 
and she rubbed her nose against m/ fece. 

The lake at last. Her eyes were cbsed and her head resting 
against rr^' arm as we covered the last two miles to the cabia 

I turned her bose inside. She was pretty wobbfy at first but 
soon she got around, nosing here and there. She fell over the potato 
box and finaJty lay down in fiiont of the fireplace. 

What to feed her? I had some non-fet powdered milk. I boiled 
and strained oatireal, added a litde su^ and some honey and a 
drop or two of vine^. She was ip rubbing against me before it 
was done. I took a clean white rag, saturated it with the mixture and 
put it to her moulh. She sucked n^' fin^. I decided she was going 
to make it. 

She curled in the rrnddle of the gravel floor and seemed 
happy as a new baby caribou could be under the circianstances. 
What should I name hef? I thought I would call her Mae, as it was 
the morith of May wta she became Ti^ orphaa 

Peih^s I should have walked away and left her on flie 
mountaia H"I had, I don't think I would have slept at al 

mM^y 12th. WeD, I didn't sleep anyvray. 



A baby caribou has a bud and penetrating voice. Its 
vocabulary consists of three words: . . . how! ow! and uh! She used 
them all throu^ the ni^ and, in addition, rattled eveiything that 
was loose in the cabia I fed her at ten, at twelve, and at three. She 
even tried to ckrh into m/ bunk but linaify settled for just curling ip 
beside it. 

When I opened the door Ibis morning, she scrantled out and 
picked around here and there. Ha neck is barefy bi^ eooi^ to 
reach the ground without spreading those fix>nt legs. I measired her. 
Two feet tall, level with her back, le^ sixteen inches, two and a half 
feet tiomnose to tail, and width an amazing four inches! 

I was soon off to Low Pass with her. She didn't want to ride 
in the pouch so I turned her bose. She trotted abng behind like a 
dog, those bng legs tangling and untan^ing on the slippery rocks of 
the beach. I picked her in ny arms and walked the lake ice. 
When she began to struggle, I put her down ag^in She sbwty 
tag^ abng, but before bng her moufti sagged opea In a small 
snow patch she lay down and licked the ice from ha tit^ hooves in 
true caribou feshbn. 

Ride and walk, ride and walk. At the foot of Low Pass she 
curled ip in the snow and cfosed her eyes. It would be a hard chnh 
up the trench. I put her into the front pouch. As I clirrbed, she 
didn't make a sound, not even a move. Now and then I scooped vp 
a handful of snow and she licked at it. 

Through the saddle and finalty to the scene of yesterday. Sure 
enough, caribou tracks backtracki^ the trail of yesterday to 
\\iiere the little doe had coD^sed. I should have feft her as she lay. 
Tbe cow had returned and had checked the surrounding bare spots. 
I glassed the sbpes and the basin thoroughK; but not a caribou was 
in si^t. The motter probab^ had headed tor the Kigik. She hadn't 
found her calf so she had given ip and left. There vms only one 
thing tor ite to do — bring the little girl back to the cabin and hope 
lor the best. 

On the trp back, n^ passenger was qiiet Now and then she 
licked ny hand and rubbed abi^ide 115' ear with her rwse. She 
was not too liwV\\to I unloaded her, probabfy tired from (he bng 
trp. I put her down in tte warm sun and fed her She lay quietly, 
nibbling weakly at some small brush. But she didn't call out as 
before. She just vrasn't acting ri^. She lay stretched out instead of 
curled ip as before. When I clicked her a^in, she was vrarmbut 
stiff and dead. Howl wished I had lefl her on the mountainside! 



uMsy 13th. New snow on the peaks. Ihirty-two degrees. 

I skinned the little caribou, fleshed and salted the hide, and 
puttered around the cabin wondering what the cow was doing. 

Spring Ls coming on last. The slopes are showing tinges of 
green. Son'E tlowers are in bloom, and tlK cottonwoods are 
budding out. Mosquitoes are beginning to appear. 

I set ip the spotting scope for an inspection of FaDs Mountain 
across the lake. New lambs, six of them with nine ewes. I studied 
flienite)ugh1he 60-power eyepiece and ficia% talked n^self out of 
climbing ihere amoi^themto see them at cbse rat^. I had a 
cache to build. 

I finished the pestholes and set in the big stifts for tie cache, 
along with a set of two braces for each post to get them all in place 
at the proper angle. I backiilled and tanped tlie gravel and rock 
around the butts witli a pole stonper. Then I packed water and 
poured it around the bases. When it was all solidfy in place, the 
braces were removed. I'm now ready to square off the tops of the 
big stilts. 

Mai^' flocks of ^se, like hounds driving overhead. No real 
evidence of a caribou nngration jet. 

mMay 14th. The cainp robbers were earfy for breakfest this 
morning. 

A nighty roar from Crag Mountain startled me. I looked vp in 
time to see tons of snowmbading froma h^ narrow wash and 

spreading down the sbpe to blanket n^' cranbeny patch. To be 
below when all that broke bose would be enough to fri^iten a man 
Time to saw rry cache stilts to just the proper length and pack 
nxire gm'el sand, and rocks to heap around their bases. 
Mosquitoes were busy but no littte gnats yet. They are the worst 
pests of al 

Lots of cabin chores today Ab^ wash was strung on the line, 
flopping and smpps% in the breeze from down country IVfy 
skiing bag was aired with all the scerts of spring in the mountains. 

wMiy 15th. Hope Creek is runnirg a gaod stream into the lake 
but it has not opened a channel in the lake ice )et 

Made some large deposite in the woodpfle saving accomt 



today. Noticed soiiie rosettes of rhubarb pushing throu^ Checked 
the thickiKss of ice at the waterhole. Thirty-two inches and solid. I 
formed a hu^ O.K. with spruce bou^s in a place where Babe 
could easify see it and know the ice was still sate to land oa I hope 
he comes before it leaves a question marie in a man's mind. I woiid 
hate to have him hnd and sink out of sight He probabfy wouldn't 
mind though. Says he's ready to go ar^time at all 

mMc/)' I6lh. Twenty-four degrees. New ice on the open holes 
along the bkeshore. 

Learned a valuable lesson today. I took a bng tour down to 
the bwer lake, three hours one \ray. Afer traveling over a bw 
saddle of bose rock, I came upon a grass-covered valley and saw 
caribouL, mar^ cow^ and newbom calves. I had stunifed on the 
caribou maternity ward. 

Those little ones fed every hour or less and they moved very 
little. I gat so carried away at what was g)ing on in the pasture, I 
forgot all about time. It was now late in the afternoon and I had at 
least thi"ee hoLn"s of tra\el ahead of we,. On niy way, I broke out 
into a stand of small spruce trees whose bark had been strpped last 
fell by caribou bulls rubbing the velvet fiom their anflers. I wish I 
had known they were there. 

A strong wind was bbwit^ wten I reached the cabia I got a 
fire going. It seemed slu^ish so I rapped the stove pqw a fewlimes 
and the fire came to life. Soon a Strang odor came to me. I went 
outside and saw smoke pouring fcom tte roo£ I ran for the water 
bucket and sbshed it on the trouble spot. 

That took care of the emergency, but not betbre the fire had 
burned through li»e pofyett^dene and the tar-paper. Let that be a 
bssoa NevOT on the stove pipe with the fire going The draft 
had carried a chunk of hot soot and dropped it in ihe dry moss. 
Afer this there wiH be fire inspection before I leave the diggings. 
And the moss win be kept damp. It would real^shake amanv^p to 
return and find the cabin bumed to the ground. 

mhday 17th. Strang to wake before fliree in the maming 
and feel that dasdi^ is being wasted. 

Today I repaired the roof Found three dama^d, spots wtuch 
I covered with new pieces of potyeli^ne and tar paper, making it 
better than before. The stoveppe was badfy^ bumed and rusted out. 



iieai"^ the full length of one joint open abng the seam I got out the 
new sections of four- inch stored in Spike's cabin and installed them 
ipside down to keep them free of creosote. I needed a spark 
an^stor, and the one- ei^th- inch rresh screen that brother Jake had 
sent for sand screen would be just right. I made a tube of it four 
inches in diiuneter and e^iteen inches bng, and put the Chinese hat 
on top of it. 

There is a narrow strp of open water next to shore due to flie 
lake risit^ from the meltit^ snows. How imch bn^ will the lake 
be safe to land on? No big cracks in the ice yet 

This afiemoon I prepared to build ny cache. I packed all the 
peeled fogs to a good, level spot on the beach. Here the ch^s 
would be easy to clean up. I put down a coiple of planks I had 
rpped earlier, for a level foundation to build upon. Center to center 
each way, forty- seven inches and sixty^eight inches. I am anxbus to 
see it on the stilts. 

MMay 18th. Who can go back to bed after the sun is up? 

The canp robbei-s rattled the spruce buck-homs time and time 
again until I gat breaklast going. 

The first course of vras notehed and nailed to 
foindatbn planks. I cut notches for four floor strings and hewed 
flie stringere to fit I will add the floor wto I take flie \^4iob 
stnctue apart for rcavw^ and assen4>fy on top of the stilts. 

I spotted a bear with three small cubs as I was glassing the 
mountains ater kmch. With the spotting scope mounted nearby, I 
checked on the femity at intervals wiiile I woriced. Ihose littfe 
felfom really love to play and mix it up in the nidst of all their 
grubbing activities on the mountainside. 

Eleven bgs in place, plus the floor stringers, by late afiemooa 
Agaodstart 

wMcry 19th. There they were at six o'cbck, hi^ in the rough 
stuff above the grubbii^ gromds, the old sow in the lead with flie 
fliree ciibs trailing I watehedlhem until they went over the edge to 
flie big sheep pastire and out of sight 

Another day to make chps. The b^ fitted snug^ into their 
custom-made notehes. 

Tonight finds fliirty in place. The cache is now twenly-nine 
inches hi^ 



Does te lake ice melt fiomflie top down or te bottamup? 

mMay 20th. Wmd ba^ in flie sky. Those small oral clouds 
usually forecast hi^ velocity winds. 

More cache-building today. Forty bgs in place, three feet high 
to the square. The gable bgs are put up and the rid^ bg is in 
place. Now for soite roof poles, which are cut to length, ready and 
waiting 

Everything lias a good, snug fit down here on the ground. I 
lx)pe it goes togetlier with no trouble when 1 climb the ladder wifll 
all the pieces. This is the first pre- tab cache at Twin Lakes. 

The lake level is rising but the ice is slJl thirty-two inches thick. 
The border of open water around the lake is dinpled with rain (his 
evening A gentle spring shower is in progress. 

■Mjv 21st. Those wind bags >Bsterday told the story ahead of 
time. Windbbwinga gale this morning 

One year ag) today Babe broti^ me here to Twin Lakes. 
\\fe sat and talked on the gravel bar at the i|)per end of Hb bwer 

lake. I had backpacked two bads that day up to Spike's cabin and 
had even picked up a sunburn fixjmthesunonthe snow. It was the 
first day of what I believe has been the most interesting year of rry 
life. 

Now it is anotter day to make chips and sawdust The floor 
poles mist be cut to lengfli It isbbwingmchtoo strongfylbrai^' 
wDik on the cache ladder. 

I used the bug ladder to bridge lie moat of open water and 
^outontheice. It is twenty-eyt inches iMck, a shrinking of fctr 
inches from yesterday. I dotirt Babe will come until ice is out, 
unless he corns on floats and lands in the open water at (he outlet 
of the connecting stream 

The wind carried rain wilh it in Ite aSemoon Not a day to 
work outside. 

I went to flie woodshed and rjjped ott planks ior the door 
irame of fte cache, and some one-and-a-half inch planks ftr the 
twenly-by-twenty-three-and-a-half inch door. I cut two sets of 
hinges out of stmp wood 

I am thinking the lake will rise considerably fi^om this storm, as 
no doubt it is raining hard in the hi^ mountains and the water wiE 
come pouting down the sbpes. The more rain and wind the better 



now, because it will speed the breakip ofthe lake ice. 

uMay 22nd. Forty degrees and still sprinkling He wind blew 
itself out last ni^ 

Hie lake ice is now twenty-fiiur inches thick and still plenly 
solid Under a bright sun the ice has chan^ ftom green to a snow- 
while. The lake is sleadfy rising and the open water around its 
edges is widening If I trawl the ice today, I might haw trouble 
getting off 

I was ready to take my little log house apart and put it back 
to^tter a^in on top of its nine- toot stilts. 

Three sharp calls iroma camp robber, meaning dan^ iathe 
area. Twice more I heard the alarm signal, then I saw a hawk 
fashing throtighihe spruces. 

I used ny meatpole ladder ibr a scaffold. Soon nuiier-one 
bg was resting atop the stilts, but it was past six o'clock and I 
decided to call it a day Tomorrow evening should see the cache all 
asseni>led in its new locatioa 

While 1 was eating supper, a pail" of red- breasted iTErguisei"s 
cruised down the stretch of open water, upending out of si^ and 
feeding under the ice. When they bobbed to the surSice, they 
looked dry as coiks. 

The camp robbers came with no battle scars. The hawk had 
something else for dinner. 

Hope Creek is now back in its regular channel and running 
under ice nearfy three feet thick in places. 

mMay 23rd. Clear, caln\ and twenty-fiw degjees. 

Today would be m/ high-rise construction day. I made certain 
1 had a gpod bearing surface on the ends ofthe posts. I mixed a 
batch of gkie and sawdust to insure a real good lit at each comer. 
Two sixt>'-penny spikes also were driven into each of these 
important areas. 

I still was not satistied. I had salva^ some one-inch-square 
tubing from a wrecked Tipacer aircraS at 4ie niper end ofthe 
lake. It would come in handy now. I au^ied a seven-eghflis-inch 
hole thiDv^ each bg on the four corners and ondowninto the top 
of each post. Then I drove a length of tubing into each of these 
bobs with the heavy axe. In the process, 1 knocked the logs three- 
quarters of an inch olf of square. A line Sx)m one tront comer to the 



opposite rear comer puDed it square agaia 

The fogs fitted perfect^. Forty^penr^ spikes went into the 
heavy ends and sixteen-permies into the small ends. Eaves fo^, 
gables, rid^ log — a snDoth opemtioii The fitting tiire spent on the 
beach realty paid off When noon arrived, I was just finishing ip 
with the roof poles. I never ej^iected Ihe structure to go 15) so 
quickly. 

Next Ihe door. The feming the top and bottom of the 
openit^ were aheacfy partty sawed through, so all that remained 
was to cut the fogs in between. And I had the opening fcr the door. 

The roof covering was a course of tar paper, a sheet of 
potyeli^teie, a layer of moss, and poles to hold the moss down, 
sameasfi>rthecabia 

■Miy 24//?. Aramstew on the fire first thing Soon the ram wiH 
be all cleaned up. Itwas afot of fine eating 

The lake ice is now twenty inches thick and still safe to travel 
The problem is ^tting off it once you are on The water 
tenperature in the shaDows is thirty-eight degrees. 

MMay 25th. A skim of ice on the open water. \Wth the water 
level up like it is, the ice rrust be fi'ee to shift. Surety it has cracked 
all tlie way across in places, but it shov« no si^ of shifting at all 

I shoukl be able to finish the cache today. I turned out a bng 
curv ed fency door liandle witha latehto put onflie end of it I am 
realty proud of that piece of woit That dow and handle look 
happity married I chitdced wifli a little oakum and fots of moss. For 
aH pr^:tical purposes, rr^ nmiatiKe cabin on stilts was conplete. 

How one thing leads to another! My fitoi-fiwt meatpole 
ladder is too big for the cache. Tomorrow I wffl make an eleven- 
footer. 

A few jobs to do in tlie hte afteiTioon repaii" iit.' shoes, 
which are too good to throw avmy and not gaod enou^ to keep, 
plus took to sharpen and saws to file. 

mMciv 26th. The inoimtain slopes are nisted with gi'een. The 
leaves are unliii'ling unbelievabty last. Cottonwood buds are 
opening 

My ladder project had priority today. I had a perfect pole that 



was well seasoned. I rq^ped it down the center and put ladder 
togetlier with the iJat sides ia The steps were short lo^ with flat 
sides ip and level, making a ladder a man could walk up instead of 
clirri). I put it all together with nails and glue. 

I sat on the beach munching on a cold sourdou^-hotcake 
sandwich, and who should come abng the open- water hi^iway but 
a beaver, ik) more than ferty feet aw^y. He swam back and forth, 
staring at me. Then he disqjpeared as if he were jealous of a 
character wiio could pile vip more chps than he did. 

A butter-flecked sunset, with the temperature at fifty-seven 
degrees. I had all I could do to get out on the lake ice this evening, 
and was surprised to find it onfy twelve inches thick. Babe had said, 
"As fong as it is safe for landing, leave the big wood bbck out that 
marks the waterhole. I can see it good fi-omthe air." 

The bbck is no lon^r on the ice. 

I suppose the wood bbck would be the same as the oil drum 
on the ice. "When the ice is safe," Babe said, '^ut the oil diiim on 
the ice." I did. Ten weeks later he came in and asked me, "Wiethe 
oil drum on the ice?" He has a good memory, but it isn't very fon^ 

■M(v 27th. IHrty-two degrees. 0\crcast and a strong wind 
up tie take. 

Hope Creek is pourii^ a volmie of water fiom its moufli. 
This turmoil plus the wave action fiom aroimd the point are rapidfy 

eating away the ice. I could see the pool of open water growing 
before n^' eyes. 

It began to snow big flakes, four inches on the ground before it 
stopped. Then a big blue spot turned on in the cloud cover, and the 
sun broke through. A beautiful sight I hurried to Spike's cabin and 
lushed the canoe out of retiremrait Late last 611 1 had been h^py 
to put it away, but now I was happy to slide over the water again, in 
the wide channel betwem the shore and the ed^ of the rotting ice. 
I just had to take some pictures of rr^ cabin and the new addition 
fitmioflShore. 

uMjy 28th. Forty degrees. The mountains are wfe ftom tiie 
snow of yesterday. 

An odds-and-ends day. I made a screen for rr^ kitehen 
window. Now I can open the window at m§t and not be annoyed 
by ttie sin^ng of mosquitoes. I washed the caribou caJfekin in so^ 



and water. It is a pretty little hide about as big as a bandanna. Next 
I wrapped a twelve- irch band of gas tin around each leg of the 
cache at a point eight inches from the top. I would like to see that 
juvenile delinquent of a squirrel, or any oflier cBniens, bypass that 
barrier. 

I gnibed out a path to the cache and packed it with beach 
gjavel Cleaned up some bidding ch5)s and drove in a water gai^ 
stake fcr measuring (he lake level. 

Much more open water now. Piles of ice pushed vp a rid^ 
across (he lake as it mo\«l down from the upper end. 

uMjy 29th. A day of or^nizatbn 
Sorting transferring storing ^ar away in the cache, winter 
clothes to box ty. My bg white sheepskin and (he curled boms, the 
extta gnib. There was room to spare when I finisbed packing 

everything ip hi^ Not room enough fcr a lar^ moose, but space 
left fcr another ram or a caribou. It is all stowed now and with the 
ladder down, not even a mouse can ^t in — that is, if I didn't pack 
one up there. 

I found out why I didn't see too nuch of the squirrel this past 
winter. I discoveied trar^r piles of spruce-cone flakes where he bad 
eaten under the snow. Not tnar^r spruce trees have holows in then; 
but I ba\« seen tunnels into (heir root systems. I'm sure squinels do 
(Ms. 

Come to think about it, I have seen mine snipping ofl^ green 
cones, letting ttem tall every which way. He mist collect them later 
and store them in his tunnels. Tten when snow covers tte laixi, he 
keeps out of sight beneath K, hauls a cone out of storage and dines 
insnowli^ 

Used up the last of n^r sheep meat today. It has been more 
ton eyt mon(hs since I packboaided that b^ ram down flie 
mountain in two bads. 

wltme6th. The great ice chuiiks are movingpast attherate of 
fifty feet a minute. Ihe cMme-like tinkle of the cninilirig ice was a 
welcome sotiid. 

Wind is buildiiig up and whitecaps toss on the dark green 
water. After six and a half monflis of ice, (he lake is nearfy free and 
the mourtein peaks can took at themselves in (he niror agaia 



^Cloud Country^ 



mJuly 2nd. Still, with mist rising from the slopes of the 

mountains. Fort\'-ii\'e degrees. 

I wcHild go up lii^i today. After yesterday, which was the day 
of the lost axe, I li;id to take a little trip. Much wasted tiine and I 
almost suffered a touch of cabin fever It all started when I decided 
to trim out a dead spruce and buck it into lengths that I could pack 
to the woodshed. 

The aj^! It vras gone from its rack in front of the cabin! What 
had I done with it? 

I looked all over the place. No axe. After all the miles we had 
traveled together, building everything, I hated the thought of bsit^ 
it. A man could no irore affi)rd to fose his axe out here than he 
could lis waOet iiO of tblding ironey in a Strang city. 

1 ti"ied to retrace niy steps over tlie last several day?,. I went to 
wtere I had linted out the last tree. Not there. I boked in the 
woodshed and turned the woodpile lyside dowa Not there either. 
Another search of the cabia In an area onfy twelve feet by sixteen 
feet, it didn't seem as though I could miss it Lftider the mattress 
pad, on the floor under the bunk, in the comers, behind the cbset, 
behind the book rack. 

Sudden^ the trail gst warmer Hie bunk post next to the 
cbthes closet stirred nr/ inemoiy. Hiere \ras the axe, behind the 
post and above the gound so I couldn't see it from bebw. W% 
liad 1 ever put it there in the first place? 

I was so hEqjpy to feel its welcome heft once more. I ran n^ 
paliTE over its woikwom handle, scoured the tree sap fiomit, filed 
its blades, hored them razor keen, and set it into a ^s-can tin of 
water to swell the handle ti^ into the head. 

It was a valuable lessoa Hiis morning the double-bitted ch^- 
maker is back in its rack. A place for everything, eveiything in its 
place. Whoever said that knew w^iat he was talking about. 

Where would I head today to celebrate finding the axe? Up 
the Hope Creek cut and into the high basin at the feot of the 
glaciers? That is always an adventure. One way in, and you can't 
see out ejcept at the bwer end. It makes me tWrik of the mountain 



liideout of the "Hob-in-the-W^IF' ^ng. You go up across the rock 
slides where the littb pikas squeak and leave their pites of grasses 
and wild pea vines to cure in the sun Hien that bng bok down at 
Hope Creek, its blue water a-sparkle, showing wtaie here and Ihere 
in its dash from the snow over tte boulders. 

Or how about the back sfope of Crag Mountain and a visit to 
the hoary marmot cobr^ They are alvrays interesting to watch, 
and to listen to their bud \\4iistles. They're wary, aJways on the 
abrt, as big as a fet lovra woodchuck, with fir a beaudfijl silver 
wliite underneath and black tps on the hairs. 

Or maybe across the lake and owr the top of Falls Mountain? 
The lookout that covers the hi^ \alley of the rcany ™ter611s— that 
would be a place to visit today, like gaing to a great outdoor theater 
witli ine the onfy liuman in the audience and the show continuous. 

I would take the binoculars and spotting scope and have the 
camera gpar at home. My eyes paused at the rifle on the wall but I 
decided a^inst it, too. I was headed fbr the country of big 
distances because I was in a spectator mood and did not want to 
be overbaded. It was the kind of day to go ip high. It was very 
bu^ at lake level thou^ and I would need headnet and ^ves 
until I got above the insect pests. 

Across the calm lake I paddled, throu^ thousands of ffying 
insects on the water. None were %ing that I could see, and I 
wondered why they had to make forced landings? Many circles 
from rising fish. A ^ fisherman woukl be kept busy, but no fish for 
me today. They are alw^ here and I could take them when I 
needed Ihem 



^TheCoM'giirs bench shows off its autimn wardrobe. 



ADick found these white lK>ulders. pcrfecilv muled ai Glaeier Creek. Weighiin^ 
about 40 pounds each, they set off the lakeshoie entrance oj his gravel path, one on 
either side of it He chistm&i than "Grizzly Egg^. " Notice the w&3lhered caribou 
radc. No need to mow the la^n. 




^(Qockwise top two mws). The bear paus&J charing his blueberry feast to test 
the wind Hi^bush cranberries fcr pancake synq). One shot openai and closed the 
hunting season on a fitU curl ram. The potatoes broke no she mvnk, but they wre 
smooth-skinned. Fresh-pidced blueberries to the brim. 




^£!uebeiry foraging. Notice the connecting strecm (upper that exits into the 
lower lake The piddle-s0 lake r^ec^ all images. 



^(Clochvise from top left). A huge-racked caribou swims !o evade an enemy 
Green onions promise J!a\'oring. A porcupine bristles his quills. The burbot looks 
like an eel mix-up with a codjish. It's itgfy, but it has firm vMte flesh. 



^Cabin Hmdons glowing with lamplight beneath ice-glistening slopes. There is 
a hint of the aurora in thefrosly stillness. 




A^Mionlit cabin under a snow mantling. Snovisfioes ready lo go. 




^Fire's cheen>> flame g/ovis Hithin the fiicade of varicolored stones, which were 
collected fiwn iq? and down both sides of the lakes. The cast of the wolf track above 
the orange stone in the arch measures 7" x 5". 




^Hiking through a world thai appecwed to p-ow snow feathers. Soundless and 
motionless. 




A ^Dick's pantiy displaying his crafied accessories. Everyflmg shipshape. 



^Ready for company with double hunks inaWessed with foam rubber pads. A 
handy cabinet. Beach ^avel floor. 




A ^Stove comer anamtes order. Pots and skillets hanging from spruce pegi. 
A utility table. Evaylhing has its place. 



wmdowwth a desk b^ore it. A large storage shelf. Dick's sister had sent 
the offtains. Dick provithd the rustic atrtain rod ami the driftwood sculpture. 




^Best dressed man in the frost. 




▼ ^ A jumble qficefi-oin the aftermath of breakup. 



AMxit of the lake while with ice All&i's Moummn and Spikes Peak adniK 
thsvselves in the lead of open water. 




^Looking down from Cow^U's bench on Dick's complex. The spruce.-^ screen 
the lake Beyond loom the snow-crowned peaks. 




►DifA had assemble this cache on the beach Jirst. Thai he took it cpart and 
erected it piecx by piece on the pUoform atop the stilts — an e^qxrim^t with 
pr^abriaaion Notice his sccffold and ladder. QMtemaeridfeca. 



^Babe came on schedule. It was time to leave for the muter. Eva-\'thitig stored. 
One last look until spring. 

As I rounded a brushy point there was a cow moose at the 
foot of a gravel bank. For a few minutes she stood and watched 
iTE, ears imneled. I sat motionless, m/ paddle blade drq^ping silver. 
She was the second cow I had seen without a calf Slie sci'aiTbled 
awkwardfy the loose stones into the buckbrush, and headed in 
the direction of the big cottonwood park. Homsfy, ungainly, none of 
the majesty of the bull at alL 

I beached the canoe hi^ on the gravel, tumed it bottomside- 
ip, and tied it fest to a willow ckaip. Squadroas of giats and 
mosquitoes were waiting to pounce on me, wliining and biting. 
Bandanna knotted around n^ throat, headnet, cotton gbves, 
aimuiition bag, and walking stick, I set out afong the stony creek 
bottom 

Up aliead there was sometliing brown and out of place. No 
rocks that si^ in the area. Throu^ the binoculars I irade out a hi^ 
rack. Wliat was a bull caribou doing down here where not a breatli 
of air was stirring? I kept soite brush clinTps between us as I 
stalked cfosen At less than 1 00 yards away I ran out of cover, so I 
just stayed put and watched him 

hisects were wiiirling around me like sawdust bbwn from a 



power saw. TTiey were crawling over each other on ir^ shirt and 
piling ip on n^' ^ves. The bull also was having a battle with the 
tir^ fiends, stonping and shaking twisting and turning and shivering 
his hide, lying down and getting back ivp a^in He was rubbing his 
antler tips with his hind foot, flicking his ears, shaking his antlers 
TOlently — no rest at alL 

Why doesn't he clini? to a bree:^ or take a swimi? Anything 
but stand and ^it something he can't hope to kl or scare mmy. 

if he didn't have better sense, maybe I could ferce his hand. 
With a yell and a vraving of arms, I spooked him. He struck an 
almost duni^founded pose for an instant and urinated. Hien he 
threw his antlers back and off he clattered over the stones, eyes 
bulging, nostrils flaring, tail upri^t, and flashing wiiite. 

Away we ^\ Good hick to you, oM boy. 

1 left the creek bed and clini)ed \xp throu^ the spruce tinber, 
over pilbwy hummocks of sphagjuim moss. A headnet is not to rr^ 
liking wMe traveling, but a nust today with the bu^ as thick as th^ 
were. I stopped to examine a worn gams trail that crossed n^' 
route. Hiere has been \ery little traffic abng it recent^. 

Out oftiie spruce, I cliirbed steeply throu^ the cottonwoods 
and the high-bush cranberry and the helbbore to the foot of the big 
rockfece. I picked m/ way ip and across it, keeping n^ body 
hu^d a^inst the granite and di^jng fingers into the handholds of 
the crevices. 

One bad step and I would keep right on gaing down the 
mountain, but risk now and then is good fer a nm Makes him 
come aKve and tunes his bocfyto a greater eflBciency Fina%ip and 
over the rock to the tow bushes wtee fet blueberries were fcming 
on the leafy twigg. Off to the left was the thin stream of tie waterM 
spilling over the black rim in a tong drop to the circular pool bebw. 

The steady ascent along the stope of the canyon, higher and 
hitler. Tbe chittering alannof ground squirrels as they flicked away 
and did quick about- feces to peer fi"omout the rocks. 

Veiyfewbu^ now. It was a relief to shed the headnet and the 
gto\«s. Here were the first fio^-me-nots of the season, some 
petaled as blue as the sky and golden centered, and some with pitt 
flowers nixed into the bouqiet I stopped now and thento scoop a 
paknfLil of fi-osty water to m/ Ips. There's no vrater in the world like 
that bom in the hi^ country. 

Sheep droppings began to appear. Up, up, ip to the big 
pasture that is such a pleasure to travel, with its stopes on either side 



rich with flowm. Oran^, yelbw, pink, blue, and vAate, dabs and 
smears of cobr like bri^ paints a^inst the palettes of grass and 
moss. A cool breeas was stirring down from across distant glaciers. 
The g^tes of heaven are near. 

Two ewes were sk}dined on the rimrock as I headed for 
lookout knob in the i^per pasture on Allen Mountaia Throu^ the 
lenses I could see the bei^ coforation on their backs and flanks, the 
coal-black eyes peering out of their winte feces as they studied the 
stranger on their mountaia They were shedding their heavy coats of 
winter. 

Ragi of fog now. The wisps bbwn on a damp wind from out 
of the snowiields, curling, spreading, disappearing Finally, there it 
was, m>' obser\ atory ainong the black boulders; two hours from the 
lowlands. No wonder the eagle soars the hi^ places. Far befow 
was the \^lley of Emerson Creek, with its many waterfells in feeder 
streams that tuniled iheir courses from the snow saddle in the 
mists. Peaks aH around me, some granite-ribbed and snow- 
bbtched, some stabbing up staritfy on either side of the glacier that 
curved between them like a g^eat white, blue-rutted hi^T™y. 
Others were off in the directbn of the lower lake, huge nx)unds of 
iTHrble cake streaked in green shadows, all with a re^ bearing that 
awed a iran in their presence. 

I unbaded n^' gpar fi^om the pouches of the amrunition bag, 
set ip the scope on the trpod, and settled into the best seat in the 
house. 

Apair of p5>its w^e the first performers. They inspected the 
rocks that jutted out of the grasses behind, bobbii^ their tails 

constant^ in the wind and %ing short distances now and then to 
flash their w^iite tail-feathers. 

I trained \he scope on what boked like a small nming 
operation in the slope across the valley. Bear diggings. Maybe all 
that energy pays off if the bear breaks into the bedroom I could 
picture him busting into the main chani)er of the den, ground 
squirrels going in all directions, and that shaggy intruder swatting 
vrth both forefeet, tiyingto scoop one up inhis jaw^. 

Not too fir away I spotted a mother brown bear with three 
cubs. It was probab^ the same %mfy I had seen at diferent times 
during the spiing. The cubs had ^wn and were li^er in cobr on 
theii" backs. The old sow vms almost bbnde, with her bwer tegs a 
dark brown. She was rounded out like a cask. Must be bts of 
vitamins abng those sbpes. 



The bears were working sbwfy vp country through the green 
a^ine meadows. When they reached the creek, the old girl 
splashed out into a pool bebw a waterfell and appeared to take a 
bath vMe the cubs went at it in a free-for-all on the bank. All three 
were never in the hassb at the same time. The third one ahvaj^ 
stood aside, anxbus to take on the winner. 

I watched the ravens rising and floating and felling in and out of 
the nist above the crags that reared fijomthe great aiowfield. Their 
wiioops and guttural ye^>s sounded as though ihey were coning 
over an anplifier in the vast stillness. They have a bt to talk about. 

In the field of tte big lens I pbked a set of bfeacted 
caribou antlers along the creek bottom, Tbey were hitched together 
with a section of skull, and could not have been shed I saw no 
other sigTs of bones about, so tte bull had not just died there. Some 
hunter probabfy decided the antbrs were too heavy to pack back 
to camp. I must exanine them up cbse sometime. I pack 
tfaemback to the cabin and put thmiinto n^'pile of ander finds. 

Where were ihe caribou? Not one could I pick vp at first 
Then I saw a band of bulls on a hi^ sbpe, some tying down 
chewtig tiieir cuds, otliers swaging their antbrs, pulling at wilbw 
branches and dropping their heads now and then to graze along the 
gromid. Tliey looked in prime shape, wbite-bellied, \\iiite-bibbed, a 
malx)^y chocolate sheen along the flanks and back. Some 
showed gray on their necks. These would wear ftose handsome 
vMe capes in late August and Septerrber. 

I tried to exanine one bull in particular through flie 60-power 
eyepiece. His antlers were massive. On each side a branch curved 
out in back where none of the oflier racks did. He was double- 
shovefed. Tliose hoiizontal brow-palms seemed to match perfect^. 
Over and over a^in 1 tiied to count his points, but he would move 
aixl I would lose it^ place and have to be^ a^ia Forty-two to 
forty-five, I li^^d. They were magiificent to vbw, those heavy- 
beamed bou^ of bone against tte green of the sbpe. Atroplty 
hunter would leave his wife for a head like that one. 

There were mai^ bands of sheep, ewes, and lanbs scattered 
here and there. On a high pasture Hke an oasis in a desert of rocks, 
I spotted six big rams on Black Mountain Two had better than a 
iill curl They were in their chosen isolatbn, wild mountain dandies 
living hi^ off the ^ss away from the women and the kids. 

Boulders of every size and shape showed in the rock slides. 
Some were spbtehed with oran^ Kchens, some covered with 



growttis that reserrbled dried flakes of leaflier. Others appeared as 
though smeared in places with brush swipes of red lead. Still others 
were just clean, mar^-sided chunks of granite. I had picked rny 
way across those juni^les imny tiines, always with the thought of 
stepping on the wrong rock, the key rock in the pile, and starting 
the whole sbpe into motion. Or sloping and jamming n^ toot down 
hard into a tapered space and not being able to pull it out a^ia 
Ejther way a man would have to settle with the LcHd right there on 
ihemountm 

Cbse at hand the mosses and grasses were M of tir^ flowers. 
It is another world of beauty. The more I see as I sit here among the 
rocks, the more I wonder about what I am not seeing. Mine is orAy 
surfece vLsbn and poor at that, even with the powerfii eye on the 
trpod and two others looped about my neck. 

A flickering movement off to n^ bit. The stones seemed to 
move, and turned into a mother ptarmigan and her brood, the yomg 
not fi% grown but brown as their mother in her plumage of 
summer. Ihey were feedit^ huddled like chickens as they woiked 
abng the sbpe. 

I checked on the bear femily a^ia They were having hmch. 
The old sow was sprawfed half on her back with the cubs ^thered 
around her. They didn't take very long. Then they all bedded down 
for a nap, the cubs a study in sfeeping positbns — on their backs, 
legs in the air, on their sides as if flung there limp and lifebss. The 
old mother stretched out on her belly, head on her forepawB, chws 
agleam, seeming^ dead to the world, but I knew onty too well how 
fest she could come aKve ifihe wind brought the man scent to her. 

Cfouds pibd on the tops of some fer peaks. A man could bse 
himself vp there. I mmched on my biscuit sandwbhes, rry eye 
following the fli^ of an eagb below. His white head and tail caught 
the sun as he searched beneath him Sailing and circling, the wind 
currents litting, ^nt^ buffieting him as soared. 

Everywliere I looked was fescinatbn. Those great masses of 
broken rock that the mountain sheep bounced ow as lightly as if 
on level ground. Chunks of the peaks filling away o\er the years 
had made these treacherous accunulations, like enormous tailing 
pites of giant prospectors. 

Gbaming snowfields showed not a sign of a track. They would 
be blinding to walk across in the bri^ sun And all those beautifid 
waterfells, some dropping fix)m the high buttresses like thin sti^ams 
of molten siiver and seeming to vanish in midair. Others abr^ the 



creek bebw spilled in wide, bright aprons between banks as g'een 
as rew feaws. 

It was time to leave, so I picked up m/ walking stick. I had 
taken a long bok into the heart of the hi^ places and felt like a man 
inspired by a sermon that came to me iirsthand, that came out of the 
sky and the many moods of the mountains. 

When a man clinbs hi^ it alvrays seems an amazement, as he 
starts down, to realizE the distance he has cowred Going down is 
no easier than going \xp. It is more treacherous and you mist be 
careful of your momentum. You feel the play of diflferent nuscles 
abng your thighs and your shin bones as you jolt your way down 
the mountain 

I crossed the big pasture and took several sps of water from 
the trickles that made nusic over the stoiKS — like a wiiK- taster not 
being abb to decide vAmzh vinta^ was best. Etown through the 
canyan with the rock-strewn sbpes on either side and finally, just 
above wtere the car^n waDs ran together, the triangular eye of 
turquoise that was the lake peered vp at me. 

A brief stop at the Eagb's Back, a diz^ jut of granite on the 
mid-sbpe of Falls Mountaia Clin±)ing out on it, I stood feeling 
suspended over the entire upper lake that gbained beneath in 
robin's e^ blue. On the £ir side was the warm glow of b^ that is 
home — the place I wanted to leave in the morning and the place I 
wanted to return to at the close of the day. 

I thou^ I would just sit for a spell and glass the tirrbered 
bottom and the edgra of the big cottonwood paric for a glinpse of 
n^ giant bul I might be lucky enough to cateh him in the opea At 
one point I thou^ I saw a movement, a form that slowty chan^d 
shade, but a probnged vratch of tl^ area revealed nothing more. I 
would check it out closer on tlie way down. 1 was happy that the 
temperature had dropped and the bugs were not as active as 
before. I was unhappy, tliou^ that I couldn't find n^ walking stick 
wten I started on down 

I broke out into the wilbws that grew around the edges of the 
cottonwoods. There were no fresh moose dropping or tracks. But 
then I cEune to a clump of cow parsnps freshty cropped and the 
grasses mashed around them 

Funny, I thou^, I have never known a moose to eat this 
plant. I looked about. The baves of the cottonwoods quivered 
a^inst the sky. Suddenly the bnish to m/ ri^t rustled and crashed. 
I spun, e5q)ecting to see the bull getting out of his bunk — and 



every hair on head stabbed electricity into rry skulL 

A huge brown bear was coning head on, bounding tlirough 

the wiEow ckmps not My feet away! His head boked as broad as 

a bulldozer blade. I threw \jp arms and ycSed. That was aH I 

could think to do. 

On he came, and I thou^, "At last you've done it, nothing 

can save you now." I was stuntling as I retreated in terror, 

shouting. 

I tripp&i and fen on back. Instinctive^ I started kicking at 
the great broad head as it burst throi^ the wilbw leaves. And then 
as he loomed over me, a Strang thing h^pened. Hie air wtooshed 
out of him as he switehed ends. Off he went up the sbpe, bunching 
his hu^ bulk, clinijir^ hard, and showering stones. Not once did 
he look back. 

I was shouting, encouraging him in his flight. What seconds 
befcre had seemed so terrifyirg w^ now almost comical What had 
saved skin? 

He nxBt have scented me at the last moment. Until then I do 

believe he had me pe^d as another arrnnal arxl meat on the table. 
I couldn't stop shaking. The rest of the way down the mountain I 
lived those seconds over and over a^ia I was convinced that the 
ought- six would be standard equq^ment iromthis day on. 

As I pushed out in the canoe, it started to raia On tlK surfece 
fflm of the lake were little bubbles from the size of buckshot to 
grains of sand, each with a transparent silver crescent within it. Did 
the rain tr^ tir^' pockets of air as it pelted into the surfece? 

The rain had eased to a dinplir^ on ihe lake wten I beached 
the canoe on my landing I boked down towwd Ihe bwer end. A 
silver line on the surface telegraphed a breeze. 

I lay awake for a bng time. My rnnd kept retumirg to the 

bear. 



CHAPTER SEVEN 



^The Red Runt 



Hiis is the red runt's country. I am the invader Hardfy a day 
passes that he does not remind me of that with his chatter, his 
mischief and at tirces his downright vandalism He makes his move 
aidlmakeacoijntermovetobbckhimthenexttime. Inawayhe 
is Bice a ne^hbor you would Ice to approach in an efibrt to settle 
your di^ences, but you find e\^ attempt met with resentment 
and further nisunderstandit^ uttil you finalty^ give 14) the idea and 
irake believe he isn't there. 

I remerrber how he seeined to enjoy trailing the toilet paper 
among tie spruce branctes. That called for a tin-can cover to 
prevent further mischief 

Instead of hewing himself to some of the blueberries on the 
CLpboard shelf outeide the cabin door, he does not seem to be 
satisfied until he has knocked the container to the gtound and 
scattered berries in all directions. 

Mai^ times he has intempted the rising of rr^ sourdou^ 
biscuits when I placed them outside tiie cabin in the sunshine. I have 
lushed out the door on tlie heels of a datteiing, to find n^ solar 
oven tipped over and biscuits sprinkled with dry spruce needles. 
That little scamp leaps to a tree, scranbles the trunk, and peers 
down pop-e>^ at the mess. 

Wten the mag)ies stole his food with their clever teamwork 
maneuwrs, and he raced afer the robbers that skimmed over the 
snow just beyond his grasp, I almost wished he could mana^ a 
mouthfiil of tail feathers. 

He w^s the first one to raid the poncho-covered sheep meat 
when I had it hangng high in the meat tree. Ife tunneled r^ into 
gaod eating 

After the cache vras completed, I prided rt^^elf for a bng time 
on how animal-proof it w^s. Then the little aerialist launched himself 
to the roof one day wMe I was at the bwer ^ of the lake. He 
discovered a small space near the rid^ pole and chewed out an 
openit^ lar^ enou^ to let him ia 

yb/ first clue to this breaking arxl entering was some wliite 
gaose feathers curling to the spruce bou^s nearby. I clini)ed to the 
cache. When I opened the door, there before me on top of n^ 
winter sleepit^ bag was a goosefeather nest He had cut throu^ the 



drawstring with his sharp teeth and i^ped into the bag's innards. 
Hie result looked as thou^ there had been an expfosion throng 
one side of the roll He rrust have had ieathei"s all o\'er iiis wliskers. 

One day vibile feeding ny birds sonK meal scraps. I heard his 
scratct^ approach down the bark of the big spruce. He was 
watehing and seemed to be very interested. I held a scrap out to 
him. He mowd toward it in jerks. How did he show his gratitude? 
He bit finger hard into the nail bed and drew bbod! 

Wl^' do I put with flie litde scanp? 

WhenI stould have gloated over the weasel scarir^ him fix)m 
his winter quartm in the woodshed, I found rr^W concerned 
about him 

His chewing shredded both m/ suspender straps so that they 
were hitched to the rain pants by threads. He gnawed the comer oif 
rny Styrofoam chest, leaving mar^ popcorn- size chunks all over the 
ground. He bit throu^ the cbthesline before the wash on it had 
dried 

He has caused ms no end of mending, mai^ delays in n^' 
plans, and at tines se\ere strain on rr^ self-control But in spite of 
all these things, in spite of his temper tantrum personality and his 
efforts to chase me out of the country, I continue to turn the other 
clieek. He was here first. I respect him as a resourcefiil member of 
the comniinity, ahva}^ making himself heard, full of mischief 
forever curious — but always one to admire. He holds his own in all 
seasons with the best of them 



CHAPTER EIGHT 



^The Chilikadrotna 



wAugust 25th. Clear, cahn, and twenty-ei^ deg:ees. 

White frost on the brush and on the gravel of the beach The 
lake like a huge puddle, grinning with the reflections of the M cobrs 
well atoi^ on the mountains. Today w^ meant for canoe travel I 
would go to the fower end of the bwer lake wtere flie 
Chilikadrotna River begins its bng, swift journey to merge with the 
Mulchatna and the Nushagak, to pour their confined cai^es into 
Bristol Bay. It would be a paddle of ei^ and a half miles one way. 

It was a joy to travel the flat lake. I dug the paddle deep and 
the canoe slid along easify, lurrowing r^ples to ehher side. The 
blade lilted with a crisp wtepei; and a few silver drops twinkled as 
they drqiped from it. 

Near the bwer end of the i4)per lake I spotted a fine caribou 
bull through the binoculars. Ife was heavy-racked and doiible- 
shoveled, with a snow-\\4iite cape and a streak of \^1^ite running the 
length of his dark flank. He wore wdiite oxfords, a real dandy. He 
was a bng way from me but curious just the same. He trotted back 
and forth along the beach Then a rearing whirl, antlers laid back, 
and off he went in that efibrtless floating trot so characteristic of the 
caribou. 

Ihe current cau^ me and I was swept into the throat of the 
connecting stream On either side the banks flashed by. Just a d^) of 
Ihe paddte now and then to keep on course, and I shot out over the 
gravel bar onto the curling apron of the lower lake. 

There was the caribou again, bebw tte mouth of Bonanza 
Creek. I angled toward him Off he trotted down the beach, the 
bank and into the timber He soon appeared about a haffmHe down 
and cbse to the beach. He was acting stran^ly When I saw him 
wade into the lake, it dawned on me that he waited to go to the 
other side. 

Surety enough, he struck out for flie 6r shore, just bafing 
abi^ I poured some power into Ihe paddle. At about 300 yards he 
turned in the ™ter to see me coming on stror^ The race vms, on. 
He would slx)W ms how fest a bull caribou can swim 

The lake at this point was about three-quarters of a mRe wide. 
I was gaining slowty, but I was beginning to doubt I could ^t ahead 
of him before he hit the beach At not nuchmore than 200 >^ds 



from shore, I turned him. This g^ve me a chance to ready n^' 
cameras and take some shots. I pulled in along his bft side, trying to 
angle him in to the beach, but he wouldn't bud^ off course. I didn't 
want to get too close in case he turned on me. He could overturn 
the canoe with no trouble, and I would be in a jackpot then. 

hi some shalbw water off a point, he hit bottom, km^d ahead 
in a shower, and made deep water ag^ia I folbwed right after him 
He was tiring and I could easi^ keep ip with him now. He was 
brealhing hard, snortit^ and I was afraid he rnght drowa I pulled 
in front arxi turned him towwd the beach, then dropped back to 
wateh. Surety be would stand and rest wten he struck the shalbws. 

Nothing doing. As soon as he had footing, he made the water 
% Up and on tiie beach and off throu^ the brush as if he was not 
tired at alL Maybe he figured he couldn't get rid of me on land so he 
had done what he would have done with a wolf in pursuit — take to 
the lake. Swim and bse the enerr^. 

Ahead of me a bon was riding bw in the water, a study in 
streaniining diving, and bobbing vp again an ut4)elie\^ble distance 
fi'om wtere he had disappeared. His laugh floated to me. 'I'm over 
here ! " he seemed to say. ' Who are you in tte canoe?' ' 

In one of the bays 1 could see the bottom at least twenty feet 
down, and schools of trout. Not big trout, irostty char and lake 
trout about a toot long. Now and tl^n a few bi^r fish appeared, 
ei^iteen to twenty inctes bng, lying still on the bottom as I slid over 
them Hien in the area wtere the river be^n, hundreds of trout 
were clustered. 

I headed fer the beach before the current gr^jped me. I would 
have hands fijll if I got caught in that fiimeL Hu^ boulders 
reared out of wtiite water, and I could hear the sound of ite seettm^ 

as it rushed out of the country. 

I beached the canoe, strung up the % rod, and picked way 
abng the bank. I tied on a small black tested the knot, and 
strpped out some line. In the first two places I tried, the water was 
just too swift. The ^ shot the line out strai^ in the blinking of an 
eye and drag^ and bounced on the flow. Aman couldn't wade 
out into that torrent; he'd get swept rght offhis feet 

Near a large boulder that jutted out into the river, the curreri 
slowed on the dowiisti'eam side and made curlicues on the sur&e 
past overhanpig willow brush. I cast just to the ed^ of the fest 
water and let the fty swing in an arc. 

The gra>ing were there. They slashed vicbusfy. A flick of the 



wrist and the rod t^ quivered into a bow. The current exag^rated 
the feh's power, but it was g:acefuL It arced, high dorsal spread 
like a &i, and knifed back into the river a^ia Several times the line 
sawed back and forth as the g:ay]ing cut erraticalfy to rid itself of 
the tir^ % Final^ exhausted, it slid into the fireweed that grew in 
the gravel 

It vm a beautifijl fish at least eighteen inches hng, gill covers 
and tail a gleamit^ green and turquoise, body QWrical wifli 
sahnon-cohred sftpes on the fins. I released it. I cai#t several 
iTDre, smaller that tte first, then forced n^elf to keep the fly away 
from tlie feeding fish that swarmed beneath the wiEow branches. 

I folbwed down abng the bank until I came to a cabia It 
belon^d to a trapper named Frank Bell. Tlie logs of tlie cabin walls 
were ipended instead of laid parallel to the ground. It had been 
deserted for several years now. 1 creaked open the door. 

"HeDoooooo, Frank," I called, almost ej^ecting an answer 
fimiihe gloony enptiness. Some animals had raised havoc inside. 
There was a caribou robe on a sagging cot, some lar^ tr^s 
hanging from pe^ and snares dangling fiom the walls. In a large 
iron pot were umy dead mice. Once inside they had been mable 
to ^t back out. 

Outside was a proninent meat pole hi^ on the riverbank. 
Gas-can tins were wrapped around the ipri^s so animals could 
not cfai) to the crossbar. 

I sat down with rr^ back against a stump, rry jaws working on 
a sourdoiigh-pancake sandwich of peanut butter and honey, and 
listened to the wild rushing noises the river made over the great 
boulders. The Chilikadrotna? What did its name mean? Did Frank 
Bell know? 1 thou^t about him 1 tried to imagine him coming out of 
Ills cabin, and suddenly tek a stimige kinshqi with the maa 

He and liis Indian friend had told ire stories back at Port 
ALswoitli, and now the stories held more meaning. I could almost 
see the ^ostly figures of the Indian packers with their 100- pound 
bads — no packboards, just ropes — backs bent as they trekked 
through the bnish of the riveibank. They built rafis using onfy axes 
and no nmls. They chopped iq^side-down notches in the b^, the 
cuts narrow at the top and flaring out at the bottom Then they 
hewed out two three-sided poles, lined up tlie lo^, and drove the 
poles into the triangb- shaped notches. Ends of tte poles were split 
and wedges driven in to keep the pobs snug in the lo^. A finished 
raft was onfy four feet wide, yet they crossed the hissir^ water on 



them Come winter, they took them apart and piled the sections on 
the bank to assenile a^in in the late spring. Hiose times bred 
tou^ men to sipply the prospectors who made scars on the sbpes 
of tte Bonanza Hills. 

My attention was drawn to ma^ies making their harsh calls 
from the wiDow brush. Now and then I saw the black and w4ate 
splashes of Iheir wings against the folia^. That kind of activity 
needed to be checked out, so I stroDed over there. 

The maa>ies scattered and perched in the spruces. On the 
moss vjas what w^ left of a caribou A hunter had made a kill here 
a tew days a^. All that remained was a badly tom stomach, soite 
legs, and part of the head. Something besides the magiies had been 
feasting here. 

I examined the area fcr si^. Ihere w^ a mowment abng 
the sbpe. I ttained the ^ses and saw an animal about the size of a 
fox but daricer and chunkier. A wolverine, then another, and fina% 
a third. They bped across a clearing headed ny way, and into a 
thick brush patch 

Suddenly a flock of ptami^n cackled and flurried into the air, 
their white wings quickly setting in down\rard curves as they sailed 
abng the sbpe and tq^ped to a landing. Two wolverines reared 
from the brush the way bird do^ do to ^t a better look over heavy 
cover. They cut back and forth, working like beagles. One stood vp 
and looked at ms, ducked, then returned to stare again. The others 
were on his flanks. They were small wolverines, perhaps a little 
more than half growa I wondered wtcre the mother was. They 
shrank into the brush and I didn't see themagpia 

It was time to head for home. I would remerrber the sounds of 
the Chilikadrotna, sawige, awesome, tenifyingly beautilul as it 
smashed white a^iast the bouklei"s and seethed angily toward the 
sea. 

A stroke of gaod bck came on the return trip. The wind was 
at n^' back as I kneeled on the canoe bottom and rode the big 
swells. 

The cunent in flie connecting stream w^ too strong to paddle 
against I unwound a r^ton line and hitehed one end to the stem ring 
and the other end to the fhvrart just behind the bow seat. I picked 
up the middle of the line, let the canoe ride back with the current 
and walked abng the bank. The canoe rode hi^ a^inst the flow 
and was easy to control as I towed it to the ipper lake. 

After the bi^ paddb the cabin's gjeam on the beach vras a 



comfort. The \mve I see it tie more I bve it. Surety there is no 
stretch on the lakeshore as sheltered as nine. 

Alter a supper of na\ Y beans, I sat on rny threshold and ^zed 
off toward the \olc;iiiic nxxintaiiis. I had been close to them today. 
Hk Chilikadrotna River sliowed me li»e beautifiil fish and I returned 
Ihem to her. I thought of the sights I had seea The price was 
p%sical tofl. Money does little good back here. It could not buy the 
ft feeling that sii^^ through mm and shoulders. It could not 
buy the feeBt^ of accomplishment I had been own tour guide, 
and own power had beai n^' transportatioa This great big 
country was n^' playground, and I could afford the price it 
demanded. 



CHAPTER NEVE 



.^Reflections ^ 



I sat on the spruce chunk listening to Hope Creek rushing down 
liie cut just be>ond the wiUoTO. This was one of the good places to 
sit and vratch the action abng the Cowgjll Benches. 

I was proud of cabin, woodshed, and n^ cache. The 
actial cadi layout had been just a shade over fiirty dollais, and 
figure included the glass window Babe had flown in but -wtach was 
still in stora^. The My\ar thermopane had been better for n^ 
needs. 

Needs? 1 guess that is what bothers so mar^ folks. They keep 
expanding their needs until they are dependent on too mai^ thin^ 
and too Tnai^ other people. I don't understand economics, and I 
sippose the countiy would be in a real mess if people suddenfy cut 
out a bt of Hm^ they don't need. I wonder how mai^ things in flie 
avera^ American home could be elinmated if the question were 
asked, "Must I really have 1iiis7' I guess most of liie extras are 
chalked vp to comfort or saving time. 

Fumy thing about comfort — one man's comfort is another 
man's misery. Most people don't work hard enou^ physically 
ar^more, and comfort is not easy to find. It is surprising how 
confortable a hard bink can be afer you come down off a 
mountaia 

I've seen grown men pick at food. They can't be hui^ in flie 
first place. Or maybe their food has been too fency and with all the 

choices they've had, they don't realfy^ know wtet they enjoy 
anymore. 

What a man ne\er has, he never misses. I learned something 
fi-omtlK big ginr aiiinnls. Tlieir tbod is pretty nuch the sarre fi"om 
day to day. I don't vaiy lare too nuch either, and I've never felt 
better in n^' life. I don't confuse di^stive systerr^ I just season 
simple food with hjn^. Food is fijel, and the best fijel I have found 
is oatmeal and all the stuff you can mix with it, like raisins and honey 
and brown sugar; meat and gravy and sourdou^ biscuits to sop 
the juices with; a kettle of beans you can dip into ewiy day; rice or 
spuds with fish, and some fiesh geens now and then 

I enjoy working for n^ heat. I don't just press a button or 
twist a thermostat dial I use the big crosscut saw and the axe, and 
v^4iile I'm getting rr^ heat SL5>pfy I'm woriong ip an appetite that 



makes sinple food just as appealing as ar^lhing a French chef 
could create. I've never found anything I like better to drink than 
Hope Creek water. The ^od feeling I ^t out of lungfLils of 
mountain air and drau^s of sweet water from the snows is 
probabty as good as any 'lii^" I would ^t out of a bottle or a pil 
But of course not mar^ have a chance to live in unspoiled country. 

I have learned patience, learned to take n^ time and try to do 
a job right by first %jring it cut No sense to rushing and going oflF 
half cocked; there's pler^ of time out here. No sense complainii:^ if 
the weather turns sour— inake your job fit the day. Grandmother 
Nature is in control, and you better just wait until she sees fit to give 
you the weather that is right for another job you have to do. 

Distance is relative. You leam that in time. A trip for me down 
to the bwer end of the bwer lake takes three hours by canoe if I 
don't have the wind to fi^. Hiat's a distance of about ei^ and a 
half miles. \Wh a motor on the canoe I could make the trip in under 
an hoir, but a motor's rwise stills the sounds of the wildemess. 

Eiglt and a half rriles can be covered in minutes with a car on 
an e?^ressway, but wtet does a man see? What he gains in time he 
loses in benefit to his body and his nind. At rr^' pace I can ix)tice 
things. Abubble on the water, an arctic tem's breast tinged with the 
blue reflection of the lake. The landscape is not just a monotonous 
blur on ether side. The stroke of a paddle moves you forward 
about eleven feet. Sometimes I ^t fost in the rhythm of the 
paddling. I even count the strokes it takes to ^t me to a point of 
land. The play of nuscles in one's anns and shoulders, and the feel 
of pahn against worn wood, are preferable to glancing at a 
speedometer. 

I have surprised n^elf with vAmt I could make with sinple 
tools wiien a definite need arose. I made a tap out of a nail and cut 
a thread for a homemade screw that rr^ tripod needed. I made a 
spring for the automatic timer on the camera, and countless other 
times repaired the camera, the gas lantern, and other accessories. I 
made a crimping tool to scalbp the edgps of some tin trays I 
feshianed fiom gas cans. I have made all kinds of Ihin^ fiom ^ 
cans. I don't think a man knows w4iat he actual^ can do until he is 
challen^d. 

Nature provides so many thit^ if one has the eye to votxze 
them It is a pleasure to see what you can use instead of biding it all 
packaged arxi ready-made. Several stunps with just the ri^t flare 
gfive me rr^ wooden hii^s. Burls and peculiar branch growths 



afibrded me bowls and wooden spoons and cbthes han^rs. 
Driftwood provided me with a curtain rod and ir^ spruce buck 
honis. I fcund spruce cones to be as efective as BriDo pads or steel 
wool to scour m/ pots. Stones of all cobrs and shapes were the 
raw material for m/ fireplace. When I did resort to manufectured 
products such as pofyetl^4ene, nails, and cement, I felt as thou^ I 
had cheated. I was not being true to the phibsopl^ I \ras trying to 
foDow. 

I do fhink a man has missed a veiy deep feeling of satisfection 
if he has never created or at least completed somethit^ with his own 
two hands. We have g'own accustomed to woric on pieces of 
things instead of wtoles. It is a way of life with us now. The 
emphasLs is on teamwork. I believe this trend bears rmch of the 
blaiTE for the bss of pride in one's work, the kind of pride the old 
craftsman felt wben he started a job and finished it and stood back 
and admired it. How does a man on an asseni?^ line feel ary pride 
in the fiml product that roDs out at the other end? 

I reafee that men woridng toother can perform miracles such 
as sending men to walk on the sur&ce of the mooa There is 
definite^ a need and a place for teamwork, but there is also a need 
for an individual sometime in his life to foi^ the world of parts and 
pieces and put something toother on his own — conplete 
something. He's got to create. 

Man is dependent ipon man. I would be the last to argue that 
point. Babe brou^ me things that other men made or produced. 
Mfe need each other; but nevertheless, in a jam the best friend you 
have is yonseK 

I haw often thought about what I would do out here if I were 
stricken with a serious illness, if I broke a leg, cut n^elf bad^, or 
iiad an attack of appendicitis. Almost as quick^ as tte thou^ 
can^. 1 dismissed it. Why worry about soinething that isn't? 
Wbnying about something that might happen is not a healthy 
pastiine. A man's a fool to live his life under a shadow like that 
Maybe that's how an ulcer begins. 

I have thought brie% about ^tting cav^ in rock slides or 
felling fiiom a rock fece. If that happened, I would probabfy perish 
on the mountain in much the same way mary of the big animals do. I 
would be long gone before ai^ne found me. My on^ wish would 
be that folks wouldn't spend a bt of time searching. When the time 
corres for a man to bok his Maker in the eye, wiiere better could 
the meetii^ be held than in the wilderness? 



News never chants nuch. It's just the same lim^ happening 
to dififerent people. I would rather ej^jerietKe things h^3pening to 
rre than read about them happening to others. I am ny own 
newspaper and m/ own radb. I honest^ don't believe that man 
was meant to know everything going on in tte world, all at the same 
time. A man turns on the TV and all those commentators boniiard 
him with the bcal, the national and the international rews. The 
newsp^ers do the same thing, and the poor guy with all the 
immediate problems of his own life is burdened wifli those of the 
whole world. 

I don't know what the answer is. In time man ^ts used to 
almost anything, but the problem seems to be that technolo^ is 
adwtcing fester than he can adjust to it. 1 t\wk it's tiire we started 
apptying the brakes, slowing down our g"eed and slowing down the 
world. 

I have found that some of the sinplest things have given me the 
most pleasure. They didn't cost me a bt of money either. They just 
woiked on n^ senses. Did you ever pick very lar^ blueberries 
after a summer rain? W^lk throu^ a grove of cottonwoods, open 
like a park, and see the blue sky be>oixi the shimmering g^ld of the 
leaves? Pull on dry woolen socks after >du'\^ peeled off the wet 
ones? Come in out of tlK sub^ro and shiver yoursetfwarm in front 
of a wood fire? The world is fiiU of such things. 

I've watched many hunters come and go. I don't begud^ a 
hunter his Dall ramif he clinics to the cra^ to ^t one and packs it 
down the mountaia If he does this, he has earned those curved 
bonis to put iq) on his waE Yet there are so mai^ who have not 
earned what they proudty exhibit Even thou^ the hunt may have 
cost tlienitliousands of dollars, they did not pay the foil price for it 

I have no doubt that to others I am an oddball in many w^ys. 
The Lord waited a little too long to put me on one of his worlds. I 
don't like the look of progress, if that is what it's called. I would 
have Hked the beginnings better. That's why this place has taken 
hold of me. It's still in those ear^ sta^ and man hasn't teft too 
mai^ marics on the land. Surety I have been places up and down 
these mountains where other men have never beea How bng 
before all this wiH char^ as the other places have chan^d? 

I've seen a bt of sights fi"om this old spruce chunk, and have 
thou^ a bt of thoughts. The more I think about it, the better off I 
think I am The crime rate up here is close to ^ro. I tbrget what it is 
like to be sick or haw a cold. I don't haw bills cornii^ in every 



iTEnth to pay for things I realty don't need. My legs and canoe 
provide vrf/ transportation. They take me as fer as I care to go. 

To see ^rce you mist move a little and look a lot. What first 
appears to be a branch turns into that big caribou bull up there on 
the benches — wonder wbaX he thinks about? Is his brain just a 
blank as he lies ttere blinking in the sun and chewing his cud? I 
wonder if he feels as I do, lhat this small part of the world is enough 
to think aboit? 



CHAPTER TEN 




^Until Another Spring ^ 



wSeptemher 21st. Forty-ei^ degrees. A gusty breeze down 
the lake that made the wliitecaps toss. 

I told Babe on his last trp that I would g3 out on Septerrber 
twenty-fifih or the first good day after that I intended to spend the 
winter Outside. Dad was not his active self and he could use 
another pair of hands. 

Babe aBowed it was a good idea. "\bu']l appreciate the 
wildemess more," he said, "when yau see that sick counliy again" 

The first day of fell and hatftvay to the shortest day of the ycax. 
It hardly seems possibb. Ihere is a batoh of chores to do. Get the 
canoe ready to go into stora^, wash and diy the heavy cbthes that 
will stay behind. 

There is always a sadness about packing I guess you wonder 
if wtere you're going is as good as vtoe you've been 

I watehed the sun ^ down, and watched the flames it left on 
the cbuds. In less than a week the sun will sink behind the pyranid 
mountain I remenbered wten it disappeared behind that same 
peak on its journey to flie bngest day. 

mSeptember 22nd. Frost on the beach. Clear, cahn, and thirty 

degrees. 

Today would be cleamp day. My first stop was Glacier 
Creek, w^iere 1 buried some civdllzation scraps left behind by sheep 
hunters. Most huntere have poor lioiLsekeeping habits. Their wives 
mjst spoil them at home. Out liere there is no one to pick ip alter 
them 

Next stop flie upper end. Much g^rba^ to hide there as weD, 
ration bojffis, tin cans, and plastic wr^pers. 

After being deserted for a coiple of years, the beaver bdge 
has a lived- in bok. I see a big siqipfy of willow groceries anchored 
nearby. The dam has been repaired. There are drag trails leading 
out in all directions. Good to see the beaver back on the i^per end. 

Back at tlie cabin by late afternoon Seven spruce ^ouse 
picking in the gravel of n^' path. If they would eat rolled oats, I 
would have a nice flock of wild chickens. Are they beconing 
fiiendlier now that it is almost time to leave? 



Alter supper I busied rr^elf oiJing tools aixi getting (hem 
ready to store. 

The surf was restless on the gravel of the beach. 

wSeptember 23rd. Twenly-iive degrees and log patches. 

IMs morning I vratcted a bul moose and a cow across Hie 
lake. The cow was alxjve him. The buE clinted, and the cow acted 
aliTlid and tried to gpt by him down tlie rrcuntaiii Back and forth 
across the slope they trotted. Tlie old boy worked like a cutting 
horse to block her eveiy trrni. Finally she broke thi"ougli and headed 
down country. He had to be content to follow bebw. 1 bst them in 
the brush. Later on I teard a baw ling repeated several times, and 
spotted a bull moose at the edgs of the tiaber. Then a cow, another 
buJ, and a second cow. Moose all over the place. The ntting 
season is at hand. 

I cleared up the sheep hunters' canps at the bwer end offhe 
lake and the connecting stream Ttey, too, had moved infer a spel 
and lett their stains on the land. 

The red satiDn iim is over 1 see no more tinners abng the 
shore. 1 saw some dead ones tbating today and a gaod many other 
carcasses abi^ Hie beaches. The sanitation department will have to 
^t busy. 

The caribou Mndquartei; which had been hanging under tiie 
cache fer o\& Sve weeks, was hard and diy on tiie outside but 
moist and red inside. I cut some for the birds, and sliced off a steak 
forsi|)per. 

wSeptember 24th. Clear, calm and fertjtflve degrees. 
Septerrber never saw a tiner morning. 

Today I will store many things away close up the remaining 
window and put the pole props under ttie purlin logs. 1 wish 1 was 
opening up instead of closing. 

Amazing what a man accumilates! 1 rearran^d n^ cache and 
now it is filed to bulging I hope Babe is r^it, tiiat few are brave 
enough to cBni) tiiat high. I will store tiie hig ladder in the tinker 
and put the cache ladder in Spike's cabia 

I sawlte suniyt sparkle on flie wet paddle blade fertile last 
time as 1 rode the canoe down to its stora^ place in Spike's cabia 
All fliese preparations point toward winter, but the line weaflier 
doesn't believe it. 



I would lea\€ a few last-minute tiling. 
TomotTOw I wouU be ready, just in case. 

uSeptember 25th. Clear, caln^ and thirty- twD degrees. 

Just finished ttebreakfist dishes when I beard the plane. Babe 
driSed into He beach with a grin on his lace. 

"It's the twerty-flih," he said 'I've been watching the 
weather. It won't last Figiied I'd better come and ^ yaa while it 
was lair"." 

There was no hruTy, but Babe packed things to the plane while 
I put tie covers over the windows, secured the stovepipe, and 
carried in a fiesh suppfy of wood The birds got many odds and 
ends fiom Ite kitchen and worked in desperation to pack it away in 
the tinker. 

Babe watched Ihem 'They're gmg to rriss weBare," te said. 

Time to gD. Ihe birds were perched silent^ in the spruces. A 
last check on the woodshed. The weasel whisked into the 
woodpile, switcled ends, and peered out at n£. I could hear the 
squirrel singing from a ciBter of spnix cones. At last he was 
^ttingridofme. 

I closed ny door and tunned the locking lever fer flie last time. 

FulthnottJe down the calm lake and up on the step. One last 
bok at the beautifii country I knew so wel The brave ^eam of try 
cabin bgs and cache. There was a bt of me down ttere. Sixteen 
months, but such days are a bonus that don't count in your life span 
at all. 

That rright dtrring a gathering at Babe's place, I felt a civilized 
cold ^mi taking hold 



On Dick's cabin table \ras lefi a messa^: 

Jim cabin has been my home for the past sixteen 
months, and it is with regmt thai I leave it for a time. I 
think it would be safe to say that I have hiked thousands 
of miles in my total of two years at Twin Lakes. In the 
past sixteen immlhs alone ! have exposed more than 3,000 
feet of 81H111 movie film and many rolls of 35mm film on 
the wi/d/ife and ihc sccnciy of the area, plus the building 
of my cabin, woodshed, and cache. 

In my travels I have picked up and disposed of much 
litter left by others. Many fail to show respect that the 
area deserves. 

}&M didnifind a padlock on my door (maybe I should 
have put one on) for I feel that a cabin in the wilderness 
should he open to thosewho need shelter. 

K'h' charge for the use of it is n'asonable. I think, 
although some no daub! will he unable lo afford what I 
ask, and that is — take cam of it as if you had carved it out 
with hand tools as I did. If when you leave your 
conscience is clear, then you have paid the full amount. 

Thin is beautiful country. It is even more beautiful when 
the animals are left alive. 

Thank you for your cooperation. 



RL. Proenneke 



Dick Proenneke celebrated tte 30th anniversary of his cabin- 
buMing at Twin Lakes on May 30, 1998. Since the original 
publication oiOne Mm 's WUdemess in the spring of 1973, he has 
been on the scene, except fcr several trps to Ihe Lower 48. 
Current^ in his eighties, he chooses not to stay the winters; chores 
once routine require more effi)rt these daj^. 

What has he been doing all this time? He has served as the 
ultimate guardian of the Twins. He has tried to make pristine a^in 
\\dTat others have soiled. Removing campsite blemishes and 
cleansing the littered beaches from his Eden have long been an 
obsession. During ttese rounds, lis can^ras have always been 
ready to shoot dramatic encounters — the nest of a fierce^ 
aggressive goshawdc, a wild-eyed, hu^racked caribou bull 
swinmr^to out-distance his paddle thrusts, the rescue ofa bawfeg 
moose calf from a marauding bear. He has located bear dens and 
even crawled into them after they were vacant to find a surprising^ 
sweet odor instead of a stench. He has discovered wolf dens, 
usually near the water. He has expfored glaciers and the surrounding 
cra^, wearing out nxich footgear in countless miles over challenging 
terraia He continues to thrill to the haunting choruses of woKes, 
especially beneath flickering veils of the northem lights. 

An event he will never for^ happened in the spring of 1976 
wiien he flew a Pq^er J3 Ciib ^xp from Iowa. Ifc arid his brother 
Raymond had serviced this plane and brought it to perfectbn. All 
that summer he kept it moored between occasional flights in the 
bi^it opposite his cabin. Enroute home in the fell, it almost killed 
liim He had been following the Alaskan Hi^iway. At Sheep 
Mountain Pass his carburetor iced ip. The motor quit. A forced 
landing was immiiKnt. With a deadening jolt, pfowed into an ip- 
sbpe. When he refined conscbusness, he could barely move. No 
one would find him vtoe he was. Somehow he pain&lfy bellied his 
way to the Hghw^ edge. A coi^ple in a passing pickip truck 
stopped to he^3 him They drove him to Gulkana, wtere he 
received errer^ncy treatment From there, he vras transferred to 
Anchorage and hospitalt^ fer serious back trauma. It proved to 
be a lengthy, frustrating ejqperience, but he returned in the springto 
hiscabia 



That ordeal over, he focused on his cameras. Over the years 
he has e?q:)osed many rolls of 35nm film, as well as reels of 8mm 
and 16mm. The National Park Service produced (3?^ Mms 
Alaska, featuring liis striking photography. A videotape Iblbwed, 
The Fmzen North, from Bob Swerer Productions at Fort Collins, 
Cobrado. [While neither film is current^ arailable, Swerer 's recent 
documentary on Dick's adventure, Alone in The Wildemess, is 
available on VHS airi DVD.] 

During Dick's bng tenure, Twin Lakes became part of Lake 
Clark National Park and Preserve. Today, a ranger station is 
situated iKar tte foot of the bwer lake. Dick has had contact with it 
by "walkie- talkie." Travelers, mai^ fi"om other countries, have 
flown in for float trps down the C'hiHkadrofiTa River, wttch bepis 
there. Ibe cabin's guest register lists hundreds of visitors, including 
former ^vemor of Alaska Jay Hanmond and the late sin^r John 
Denver, vAxi have come over the yosas to meet and talk with Dick. 

This ycsx, Dick formaJfy entrusted his homestead to the Paik 
Service. His cabin will be maintained as a historic site. Ife may 
retum to stay in it ai^time he vnshes. And wMe he may not make 
the trp phj^ical^ a^in, his spirit will always lin^ in the perfect 
iK)tehes of his fo^. 

Sam Keith 
Anderson, South Carolina 
September 28, 1998 



^.^bout the Author ^ 




Alaska was always on SamKeith's mind. Ever since Keilh was 
a child, his fete, a wildlife artist and naturalist, had instilled in him 
flie dream of going there. During Ihe Depression, Keith was a 
meni)er of the Civilian Conservation Corps in Northeastern 
OregDii In World II he served in the Pacific as a cont)at air 
crewman in the first Marine "Billy MitchelF' borrbing squadron, 
"Tlie Flying Ni^itmares." 

After being discharged, he attended Cornell University wtere 
he majored in English and elected wildlife courses. Keith then 
moved to Alaska wliere he inmersed himself in "The Great 
Land"-^Codiak Island, the Alaska peninsula, and tiie Kenai Afer 
more than three years, he returned to New England, wiiere he 
"canped" behind a typewriter, and pursued a career as a writer. 

Writing did not come easy for Keith, and he felt stalled at a 
crossroads uitil he married Jane. She ^ve him not onfy a bve^ 
daughter, Laurel, but also the directbn to enter a teaching career, 
wdich lasted 26 years. At one point he fortuitously seiad the 
opportunity to spend two weeks with Dick Proermeke, his former 
Alaskan partner, to see a cabin, a cache, and untamed country 
Oie Man 's WUdemess was launched. 



If you enjoyed One Man's Wilderness, 
you'll also love .. . 




THE FILM! 
Alone IN THE WiLDiHNESS 

The popular documentaiy based on One Mm's Wilderness . 
Order directly fromBob Swerer Productions. 

1-800-737-0239 
VHS OR DVD 
$21.95 plus S&H 




Alone ACROSS the Arctic 
One Woman's Epic Journey 
by Dog Team 
byPamFbweis 

lie gripping adventure story of Pam Fbweis's sob 2,500-nile 
joimey across the North American arctic coast with her ei^ sled 
do^. 

Softiound $16.95 



BuLDENG THE Alas KA Log Home 
by Tom Walker 

From tools and site selection to femdation woik and bush cabin 
etiquette, Building the Alaska Log Home includes eveiylMng you 
need to build wifli bgs. 
Soffiound $32.95 




TnoiN aRed Canoe 

Our Journey Down the Yukon 
by Megan Baldiro and Matt Ha^ 

Folbw a couple's sunmer-long voya^ down the world-fimous 
"MkonRi\o; from its headwaters in Canada abng 2,000 miles, to 
the Bering Sea Coast 
Softiound $18.95 



T«D IN THE Far North 
byMar^retE Murie 

Awajd-wimiing classic about environnientalists Mar^ret and Olaus 
Murie. 

Saft)Ound $16.95 




Shadows on the Koyukuk 

An Alaskan Native 's Life Along the River 
by Sidney Huntington 

One nan's incredible tale of hardshp and success inAlaska, and a 
tribute to the Ath^askan traditions and spititual belieis. 
Soffiound $14.95 



Available at bookstores and online 
booksellers nationwide. 



